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Gayer Intects fluttering by 
NeVr droop tbe wfng o>r those that die 
And lovelier chings have mercy shown 
To every fkiling but their own; 
And every woe a tear can claim, 
Eieept an erring sMer's ahame. 
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TO LORD HOLLAND. 



Tauoht in the dawning of life's joyous years 
To lovey admiref and reverence thy name, 
Tho* of youth* s feelings few remain the same; 
And the dim vista of its hopes and fears 
Memory hath blotted out, with silent tears : — 
Still in its brightness, even as then t^ came. 
Linked with the half'remembered tales of fame : 
That word before my darkened soul appears. 
Bringing back lips that speak and smile no more. 
Spurn not my offering, then, from that bright shrine 
Where hope would place it ; but for those of yore 
Permit her name, who trembles o'er each line, 
In its oblivion to be shadowed o*er 
By the bright happy gloriousness o/*— Thine ! 



I. 

Oh, ye for whom this tale of woe is told, 
Who tempest-tost on passion's stormy deep, 
Too weak for virtue, yet in vice not bold. 
Irresolutely turn away and weep : 
Deep in your torn and wavering bosoms keep 
One love, beyond all others ; — 'tis a love 
Shall never cost you tears, or bid you sleep 
Less calmly on your couch, lest it should prove 
A vain and faithless dream by wandering fancy wove. 



vm 



IL 

It is the love of God ! Your idols tread 
Where death hath raised his ever-pointed dart : 
" Thou shalt not worship them." So He hath said 
Whose word is law. I'he numbered hours depart, 
And the frail idol of each trembling heart 
Is snatched in mercy from you, that when riven 
Are all the gentle ties whose magic art 
Made earth appear your home, the soul forgiven 
May gladly wing its free unfettered flight to heaven« 



III. 

And ye who make the joyful heart to grieve, 
Ye tempters of the weak and sinful ! learn 
To think upon the future : oh, believe 
Days come, when in your hearts, now cold and stern. 
The worm that dieth not, Remorse, shall bum, 
And ye shall mourn the ruin ye have made — 
Shed the vain tear o'er the unconscious urn, 
Where, early blighted, 'neath Guilt's venomed shadf , 
Lie young confiding hearts, by cruelty betrayed. 



IX 



IV. 

The small still voice shall whisper you, and haunt 
Your brightest noon-day hour, your stillest night ; 
And with its deep mysterious power shall daunt 
Each coward heart amid the halls of light, 
Making the day seem hateful to your sight. 
Yes, ye shall writhe beneath th' avenging rod ! 
Oh, vainly would ye chase your soul's affright, 
Or seek to hide beneath the mountain sod. 
From the unerring eye of an offended Gon ! 



V. 

Deem not the tale o'erwrought ; ye little think 
How many, whom ye knew when young and gay, 
The bitter waters of affliction drink, 
And vainly weep their wretched lives away. 
Pause o*er the cloud-hid future — shun the ray 
Which, meteor-like, misleads, and dies again — 
The mournful darkness of each summer's day — 
The listless sadness of a heart in pain : — ^ 
Tempters and tempted pause, e'er yet that pause be vain ! 
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PART I. 



I. 

Yc marble-hearted ones, whose sighs and tears 
Are granted only to a gilded woe — 
Whose sick and. misdirected pity fears 
To look on all that penury can show. 
When guilt and want have made a hell below ; 
In whom the unreal mockeries of the stage 
Alone can wake a momentary glow ; 
Whom griefs impossible, and mimic rage, 
Far more than sorrow's truthi and wan disease, ei^^e : 

B 
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11. 

To such I would not speak — but oh ! to you 
Whose generous hearts can feel another's grief; 
Who all you can, are willing still to do, 
Though loathsome be the wretch who asks relief. 
To those who turn — where sorrow claims us cliief-i— 
To the lone hut where cheerless misery 
Clings wistfully to life, tho' sad and brief, 
And hopes, however vain those hopes may be — 
To those alone I call, for they can feel for me. 



III. 

Yet little reck I now for pity's throb : 
Can it recal the years that are no more 1 
Can it repress the deep convubive sob 
That, choking,-. comes from my heart*s inmost core? 
Can it bid jthose return whose day is o'er ? ' 

Can it remove the sad sepuldiral stone, 1 

Or raise again my ruined cottage dooir ? 
Those wh^m your pity might have saved are gone,' 
And now h is not prieed, for I am left alone. 
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IV. 

No fnead shall watch by lingering soul depart — 
Unwq»t, ludu^oared, / miist pass away ; 
Then pity. forced from each rehietaiit heart 
Shall pouf vpon my tomb its- useless ray, 
Condena my ikults, yet moUm my clouded day $ 
Then, when a late compassion smiles in irain, 
A hand divine shall bid my sorrows stay \ 
And I ^hall see the Ibrttffi t lore again, • 
And rest my weary head where all are free firom pain. 



Oh, woman ! iii this hour of agony 
Trample not rudely on.the lallen one ; 
I have been weak, been guilty, but I die 
Spumed at, ibigottett, fiaendless, and alone : 
All that I had, save hope of heaven, is gone ; 
From thatukte portno'^aaid'rer43haU be driven; 
God, befoi^e w^iom I bow^ will hear my moan ; 
For.Uievse'sno siw too greaf to be forgiven 
By him who pities all — th' Omnipotent of heaven. 
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VI. 

Home of my childhood ! quiet, peaeeM home I 
Where imioceiice sat smiling on my brow, 
Why did I leave thee, willingly to roam. 
Lured by a traitor's vainly-trusted vow ? 
Could they, the fond and happy, see me now. 
Who iknew me when life's early summer smiled. 
They would not know 'twas I, or n«irvel how 
The laughing thing, half woman and half child, 
Cpuld e'er be changed to form so squalid, wan, i 
wild. 

VII. 

I was most {tappy^-^toess it, ye skies. 
That watched the slumbers of my peaoeftd night ! 
Till each succeeding morning saw me rise 
With cheerful song, and heart for evex light ; 
No heavy gems — ^bo jewel, sparkling brighty 
Cumbered the tresses Nature's s^f had twined; 
Nmr festive totdies glared before my sight ; 
Unknowing and unknown, with peaoeful mind» 
Blest in the lot I knew» none else I wiriied to find. 
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VIIT. 

I had a fttfaer— a grey-baired old man. 
Whom Fortune's sad reverses keenly tried ; 
And now bis dwindling life's remaining span. 
Locked up in me the little left of pride. 
And knew no hope, no joy, no care beside. 
My £uher 1 — daie I say I kxred him well? 
If who kouM leave bim to a hireling guide ? . 
Yet aO my diougbts were his, and bitterer fell 
'Re pmg (Cleaving hmi than ail I have to tdl* 



IX. 

Each morn, before the dew was brushed awayV 
When die wide world was hushed in deep repose. 
When only flowerets hailed the early dayi 
I gathered many a diamond*spangled rose, 
And many a simj^e bud that wildly blows ; 
Then, quick returning to my father's bed. 
Before bis heavy e3?«lid8 could unclose, 
I shook away the tears that Nature shed, 
nd placed theni with a kiss beside his slumbering 
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My father !,— still I see thy silvery hairs . 
Uplifted gently by the evening breeze, 
That placid brow, furrow'd with many cares^ 
The Bible resting on thy aged knees, 
Thine eyes that watch'd the sunset through the trees. 
The while I read aloud that holy book. 
Or bro\]gkt wild flowers ^with childish aea) to plefcse, 
Culled by the mossy bank or running brook,'- . 
And guess'd thine every wish and feeling bmn a look^ 



.XL 

And oh ! my childhood's home was lovelier' fiir; 
Than all the stranger homes where I have 'beat; 
It seem'd as if eachpale and twinkling star ' 
Lov'd to shine out upon so Mr a scene; : 
Never were flowelrs «o sweety: or fields so ^pwen, 
As those thdt wcmt thatilonely cot to grace. 
If, as tradition teUs, this earth has seen- 
Creatures of heavenly form and ai^el race, 
They might have clrosen that spot to be their dwelling 
place. 



lOVE^S SACRIfieB. 



XIL 

In evil hour (for me unfortunate) 
Did the deceiver come ; I will not say 
That he was all on earth most good and great, 
Or fiurer than the other sons of clay ^ 
But he was all to tne — a single day 
Spent without Jdm was as a year of pain ; 
And» when he went, I wept whole hours away^ 
• Musing upon that love so light and vain, 
Or tremblmg lest I ne'er should see his fiuse again. 



xra. 

Oh, Arthur! if thme eye should view these lines, 
Bid not the tear of vain compassion flow ; 
On thee the sun of pleasure brightly shines, 
For thee the ruby wines still sparkling glow. 
Though I am pining here in want and woe. 
When at thy festive board peals loud and long, 
The jocund laugh or music stealing slow. 
Think not on her^ who once with simple song, 
Apd amilesi repaid thee well for luring her to wrong. 
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Oh ! still enjoy the cujv the soiig» the dsnce^ 
While yet that life of thou^tleasntM may be ; 
And should some ha]|^|ier beauty's &v'rkig glance 
Force thee, despite thyself, to think on mey 
Cold and imgratefiil, know that even she 
Whom thou hadst injured and then left to die, * 
In death forgave thee— loved thee — ^pitied thee : 
For, heartless as thou art, the time is nigh 
When:thou shalt mourn my wo^ and echo every s^h I 



XY. 

Oh ! stSLthe jchann cUqgs round my brokfin Imft 
With which his early love its cords ha^ bouod} 
In vain. I bid his imaged form depart, . 
For when I pray, with sad and fiiulfring sound, 
HU name is on my lips, — and, hov'ring round, 
He^ the young Arthur of my happy days. 
Stands on some green and flow'ry spot of ground. 
With sunny smile and bright enraptured gaw. 
Greeting, me kindly still with visionary praise,. . 
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xvi. 

Oh, Arthto ! by each fond endearing name — ^ 
By every melody in youth I sung — 
By my lost hopes — by my departed feme, 
By the sad ling'rmg dream to which I clung, 
By every bitter tear from anguish wrung, 
By dl my love — ^by all my untold grief. 
Let not (mother weep that she has hung 
Upon thy words, and die without relief; 
For sorrow toaksB too long a life, however brief. 



xvir. 

He ctime — admired tihe pure and peaceful scene. 
And ofl^'d money for our humble cot. 
Oh ! justly budra'd my fSither's che^» I w^en» 
** His sires by honest to3 the dweBing got ; 
Their hoiiie was not for sale." It matters not 
How, after that, Lord Arthur won my love. 
He smiled contemptuous on my humble lot. 
Yet left no means untried my heart to move. 
And called to witness his the glorious heavens above. 
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Oh ! dimmed are now the eyes he used tapoaisei 
Sad is the laughing brpw wh^te hope.^as beajuing. 
The cheek tliat blushed at his.impaseuoned gajse 
Wan as the waters where the mooi^ is gleaming ; 
For mai^ a tear of sorrow hath been streamiag > 
Down the changed &ce» .w)in;h knew no care before ; 
And my sad heart, Kw^k^ned iroqi its' dteamiiig, ' 
Recidls dioi^ days of joy» untimdy o'e?» 
And mooniff remembered bliss, which can return no 
more. 

XIX. 

Lord Arthur came, when ev'ning beams had set. 
That then my aged father might not know 
How often and how t^derly w^ met... 
My heart was doubly weigh'd by guilt and woei^ 
And sometimesi qr perchance I i^ncied so, 
Methought he gazed on me reproftcbfuUy* 
Oh ! more than once I thougbt I would lic^ g0 ; • ' 
For piteous and remorseful '^was to see ^ '' 

Hoyr hnght the old man's smile whene'er h^ look'd> 
on me. 
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XX. 

But yet I went*— my weak and wipked heart 
Could not resolve to bid a lest adieu.; 
I could not say I would with Arthui: part; 
I felt I could not lire but in his viewt 
And deem'd hit love as fervent and as triie* • . 
I went — to shield the ^ture from my sightf . < 
A veil around my reason close I drew ; . : «. 
O'er my dark palii there hpng no fiiencUy Ijghk, > 
But yet I knew each step led farther ^nom.thje.i^ight.. 



t 



XXI. 

It was upon a gende summer's eve, , 
. When Nature lay all silently at restrr , 
When none but I could find a cause to grjeye, 
I sought in vain ta soothe my troubled brf»st# 
And wander'd forth alone., for well 1 gue9s'4 . .' 
That Arthur would be lingering in the bow^ 
Which oft with summer garlands I had d^est; 
Where blamelessly I spent full many aU hour, , 
E'er yet I felt or love's or sin's remorseless power* 
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XXII. 

No joyful dtep to wdcotne me wto there ; 
For sluDaber b^d her transient l>lessing setit 
To him I loved — ^the still^md balmy air, 
The blue and quiet sky, repose had lent. 
Deep as their own — above that form I bent, 
The rich and clustering curls I gently raised. 
And, trembling, kissed his brow-^l turned and went- 
Softly I stole away, nor, lingering, gased ; 
Fearful and wondering stilly at my own deed amazed^ 



XXIII. 

My step had roused him, "for be li^tdy sprang 
From the green couch that Nature's hand had made. 
Aside the drooping woodbine wTeadis he flnng : — 
** And art thou, then, of Arthur, We, afraid? 
Am I less dear to thee in slimiber laid? 
Or dost thou think I should have watched for thee. 
Unwearied, till thy footsteps in the shade 
Echoed the sound my heart keeps faithfully. 
Sleeping or. waking, still my dream of hope to be? '' 



/ 
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XXIV. 

That niglit, to me a night of miseryy 
In silence thought upon, in silence wept,— •- 
I gazed, thro' tears, on the unconscious sky. 
While peacefully, my poor old &ther slept*--^ 
That night I yow^ (and well my vow I kept) 
That Arthur should he more, than.all to me. 
High swelled ™y hearty and in my bosom leap'd. 
As I look'd round, and thougjht no more to see 
My .village, home, or sire— but Arthur's bride to be. 



XXV. 

Twas not ambition-^no — ^fcar tibough he 
That I should mistraM be of hill and dellt 
And many a glorious jewel deck my head: . 
No, 'twas not tbe8e,-^it was enough tp dwett 
Poor, unadomedi so he.had loved me well. 
E'en where I was, or in some httmUer.qK>t, 
Remote and fiur, where I mif^t truly tdl 
How well I loved (because 'twaa his) my cot. 
And how I would not chai^ with queens my happy 
lot. 
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XX VI. 

The morning broke, and I was left al6ne, 
Bewildered, sorroiwful, as in a dream ; 
The small birds sang — the heavens serenely shonb, 
But oh ! to me did nothing joyful seem, ' 

And teai^ unknown — ^most bitter tears, would stream 
For love's raash vow irrevocably made*; 
And -wheat my^ father spoke— sincere, I deem, 
Was the Bad wish my heart's fitint whisper said, 
On a far eolder couch to lay my unconscious head. 



XXVII. 

The evening came— ^would it had never come! 
And I prepared to go, wkh^hany a tear ; 
A sad,'yetiinlling exiie ftoiamf home, 
Forsiking all I held c^ earth most dear. 
My father called «tie, for he loved to hear » 

The BiMe restd by his loved diild alone t — 
I tried to re^d ; biit, oh ! I could not bear 
The ft)nd dhn look-— the gende, trembling tone ; 
4 scarcely heard his words, and sorrow choked my 
own. 
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xxvni. 

Munnuiing I still read on — ^my wordg unheedecti! 
With fear, and doubt, and sorrow almost wild; > 
From^Mm X could not ask the help I needed, t 
Till breaking on my trance, in accents mild • * : 
And fatherly, he said, *' What aik my child ? . /. 
What sorrow, Rosalie; is in thy breast I *- i 

Perchance thy faTOiirite lamb has been beguiled •* 
To quit its home — ^perdiance some nngdove's^a^t 
A truant boy hath torn from out its |dace of rest* 



XXIX. 

" Nay, sob not thus, my Rosalie ; whate'er 
Thy griefs, thou suj^ely, love, canst tell them me*^ 
I could not answe^ — choking with despair, 
I hid my throbbing brow upon his knee ; 
Then looked up to his &ce in agony: 
I had confessed, - had one word more been said. : 
But whispering, '^.this is childish," smilin^y. 
He laid his trembling hand upon my head, 
** Heaven bless thee noW| my child ! sweet sleep await 
thy bed!" 
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XXX. 

IJe went; and when I thought upon the nuMrniQ^^ 
When he would wake to solitary wo^i 
And when I gaz'd upon the flowers adorning 
The spot I once deem'd happiest helow — 
When I beheld the Bible cherish'd so, 
For sake of those who now were fallen asleep^ 
I thou^t within my heart I €ould not go ; 
And with lepentance, silent* sad, and deep, 
I sat me down al^^e in bitterness to weep. 



XXXI. 

My &ce was buried in my hands : a voice 
Awoke me from my cheerle«t dream of grief ; 
Those tones were wont to make my heart rejoice, 
But now — ^I turned — salt tears had brought relief, 
I spoke in hurried accents, faint and brief; — 
*< Qh, not to-morrow ! then I eannot go," 
He beard, as though he gave my words belief, 
And, turning from me, said^ in tones of woe, 
*^ Farewell to tbee and life, if tbou (MX wound me so )" 
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xxxii. 

^* Oh, Arthur ! stay" — he turned, and all was o*er — 
My sorrow, my repentance — all was vain — * 

I dreamt the dream of life and love once more, 
To wake to sad reality of pain. 
He spoke, but to my ear no sound was plain, 

Until the little wicket-gate we passed — 

• > 

That sound of home I never heard again, 
And then " drive on— drive fksteT — yet more fast." 
I rais'd my weeping head — Oh ! I had looked my last. 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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PART IL 



I. 

It was in spring — that time of extaey, 
When bttt to breathe the fresh and gladsome air. 
To gaze upon the blue and sunny sky, 
The bright green fields, the trees, the meadows fidr. 
And cull the wanton wild flowers springing thea^e^ 
To happy youth is worth full many a joy, ■ 

Which the cold world vainly deems worthy cate« ' 
Then — then to livCy is hope without alloy, 
The sense of being, bliss — which nought on earth osla 
cloy. 
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And I had deenl'd there was no bliss beyond 
Hiat feeling, till we wtodefed side by side — 
Till shone on me those eyes so brightly fited. 
Now my sole sunbeam in the world so wide ; 
Till we together Watched the waters glide, 
Id siTv'ry rippled, by the silent shore ; 
Tin I had tried— idas ! how vainly tiied 
To think on aught ai^ I had thought befbre. 
To cease to think bt him, mtmt be t6 £tatik no mffte* 



III- 

And he had bought for me a little cot. 
Where creeping j&smine and li^t woodbiile twia'd ; 
Oh ! beautiful and br^lit that &iry spot ! 
- > Yet aU its loveliness but brought to miiid 
Th^ one, more beautiful, I kfi behind ; 
But stdl I loved it, for beneath ^di tree 
Artbur's deUr form uj^ti thdi^ banks r^diik'd. . 
Whatever &ttlts a litriing^r's eye might s6e, 
rShat^ny ^t of earth ym Paradise t6 me. 
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ly. 

Day afiter day» and hour raeceeditig houiV ' 

For me Time's flight outstri^'d the Aiding wind ; 
And i^ever Lbye hsid fetter'd with his power 
A heart. more fondly true, more wholly bUnd, 
To all that' might to others aeem unkind, 
Than mine ;'^*-*although his. absence seemed an age, 
fbndly J made .excuses in my mind. 
Think me not tedious-^scom me not, ye sage. 
But weep that all my bliss is centred in a page I 



V. ■ 

Oh tlioa! &pugh faithless, still too dearly loved, ' 
When I remember that short year of blissj^ — 
That sunny dream of love,tas yet unmoved — 
The transient tear chased by thy tender kiss, 
I marvel how I can be sunk to this, 
I see thee stiU in dreams, and deem, in sooth, 
I hear thy voice, and watch no word to miss ; 
I see those eyes all tenderness and truth — 
Alas ! I wake in vain to mourn my blighted youth* 
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VI. 

It was not like the happiness I knew 
When in my first sweet home of peaceful rest—* •' 
'Twas jay, or agony^each feeling grew 
WQdy stormy^-and tumultuous in my breast^ 
Though every wish was granted soon as guesa'd ; J 
Though I had all for- which the haj^estdg^, ..;: ( 
There was one dioiight-^deep, silent, unexpresa'dTj 
Which called the unbidden tear-4rop to nnoe eye,^ 
A thought'of Atm /i^«*^a dioughtof dayaigone by ! 



VII. 

: Oft would the bitter tear.unconscixnis roll ; 
And Arthur watched, and sought to chase away -. 
Ail that could ahade the sunlight of my aood-r-'i . 
Sooth'd^ prais'd, caress'd, and bade my grief not stay, 
Cheerijigly speaking of some: distant day 
When I should turn me to my childhood's home 
As Arthur's bride— the gayest 'mid the gay, 
And bid my fond and aged father come 
To princely halls and bowers, no more from nie :to 
roam. 
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vm. 

Yet when, with timid, tremhling voice, I prayed 
That holy ties our hearts might soon unite, 
He turned, half playful, half displeased, and 
" The links of love will best true lore requite ; 
Cold ate those wordly ties, and no delight 
Can those unhaj^ find who love perforce, ' 

Who drag the unwiUing chain because 6b rights 
S^ggling for duty, shrinking firom remorse. 
Sighing for earlier times when free their joyous course. 



IX. 

'' Oh no, my late i-'vmy life — ^uncbang'd, upchangiiig. 
Still let the flow'ry chain so %htly Innd, 
That hearts may fimcy th^ are free for ranging, 
And wander out the dumped links to find ; 
Yet still return to one.mosttrue, most kind, < 
Half loth to stay, yet powerless to rove, ' 

To all but i^asure and eadt other .blind. 
Oh 'tis a glorious life, a life of love ! 
So may we live an earth as angels.live ahove* ' ^ ^ 
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X. 

'* Conteiit thee» then, my Iotc! for none shall be 
So dear to me as thou ; and look not grieved, 
Voit I have given my life, my soul to thee. 
My future bride !" — He spol^e, and I believed ; 
Oh ! who had listened and not been deceived I 
Alas ! I knew not all the bitter woe, ^ 

The scorn that waits on her of £une beiDeaved ; :, 
I hi|d but menials round me proud to show 
Respept for Arthur's sake, .though / was sunk cp low. 



XI.: 

Once, 0i/y once, the 'witching power to charm 
Fled from.tbose lips whose accents were, so dear* 
It v^as a summer evening, soft and warm ; 
I gaz'd upon the heaven, blue and clear, 
From out my little latticed window ; n^ur 
Was Arthur standing — ^and the woodbine, climbing. 
Shed a wild fragrance round — when on my ear 
Fell a sweet sound .of distant church-beUs chiming^ 
And onward came young forms, theii: steps to musk 
timing. 
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XII. 

Alas I'that day — ^I oped the casement wide, 
And watched that gay group with a smiKng face-^ 
It was a village wedding ; and the hride, 
Rosy and rich in all youth's blooming grace, 
*Came lightly on, past this my fairy place ; 
Nearer and nearer still I saw them glide — 
She turned, half startled, as she heard me rise. 
When some grave matron, walking By her side, 
. Whispered her — ^slowly she withdrew her eyes. 
With a sad farewell glance of pity and surprise! 

XIII. 

Silent she pass'd, last of the white-robed train — 
Oh ! there was something in her pitying look, 
Mingled with dread, that thrill'd my heart with p^n. 
My proud and smfol spirit could not brook 
To see those gay ones, as their way they took, 
' With lialf-suppressed contempt in every eye : 
Tear after tear in vain siway I shook, 
As all, with downcast glance, went slowly by, 
As if they /eft, not faw, some evil thing was nigh. 
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XIV. 

Burst the convulsive sob from oiit my breast i 
On Arthur's arm I leant my throbbing brow. 
*' And did I then forsake my home of rest 
To be so scorn'd, so shunu'd, so liated now ? 
Oh ! take me back where my own flowers still ji^ow, 
Where the beloved ones I left are dwelling ; 
Let me bat see them once before I go 
To that far land where none my sins are telling, •< 
For strong against my breast this breaking .heart is 
swelling I" 

XV. 

" Nay, calm thee, love 1" — in vain the words were 

spoken; 
Sob after sob rose thick and chokii^ly — 
My dream was past — Hope's fairy glass was broken, 
Dreary and dark my prospects seemed to be ; 
The path of life, where once I thought to see 
Bright skies above, and flowers of joy beneath, 
Faded before me in my agony. 
'Twas.all a wilderness, a deslate heath — 
" Oh ! Arthur, wed me now^ or this will be my death."* 
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XVI. 

He dashed away the tear that would encroach. 
And firmly said, in accents low and deep» 
" I could from others bear this wild reproach. 
But not from thee — ^Rosal to see thee weep 
Costs me far more than it would tkee to keep 
Thy sorrow within bounds : cease this vain strife, 
And let my promise bid thy sorrows sleep* 
Sopn as A son is bom, to glad my life, 
Oh, then shall Heaven and man behold thee Arthur's 
wife! 

XVII. 

" Pass some short months, and <^n^-'' : he turned — 

a s^h 
Burst from his breast, and / could say no more ; . 
But fancied, from that hpur of ngony. 
That Arthur came less often than before : i 

And when he came !-^ye .that are weeping o*er 
The lost affections of a heart whose care 
Was once to pleai^e you only! — ye that pour 
Tears silently, then strive your woes to bear, 
AQd try the sunniest smile your faded cheek can wear ! 
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xvm. 

Pity me f for it came — die hour of sorrow 
To mef that had fdrgotten how to weep ; 
To me, who gladly ha3'd each joyous morrow 
That woke me. from light dreams and peacefVd sleep ! 
Oh, ne'er did happiness its vigil keep 
Over. the sinful — ^theirs is transient joy ; 
The trembling bliss— the feelings wild and deep, 
Shooting like lightning o'er the heart — ^their toy, 
Coonng in brightness stiD, more darkly to destroy. 



XIX. 

And Arthur was not what he was e'er while, 
Sad was his eye, and gloomy gE&w his brow ; 
Chmiged were his aecents — sorrowful his smile — 
Yes, — he was altered, — eh ! I cared not kaw — 
But gazed, and wept in bitterness; .and now 
With eyes ayerted, or impatient tread. 
He saw his hapless Rosa's tear«drops flow ; 
No word of comfort soothingly he said^ 
But buried in hisiiands, with muttered oaths, his head* 
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XX. 

Oh ! it was awful, starting from his trance, 
To see him pace with hurried step the room ; 
Darting bright troubled fires from every glamre. 
Then ca]m, but pale, without youth's brightening 

bloom. 
As storms, subsiding, leave a cheerless gloom. 
In? vain I supplicated him to tell 
His grief to me^ and let me share his doom. 
Assured that death with him were welcomed well — 
No. word he spoke, but still on me those dark eyes fell. 

XXI. 

Months passed : one evening, as of early days, 
When first my bosom thrilled his voice to hear, 
And thought upon the gentle words of praise 
Which forced my lips to smile, and chased my fear ; 
I sang^-a ^b, deep, single, struck my ear ; 
Woadering, I gazed on Arthur, bending low~<^ 
His features were concealed, but many a tear, * 
Quick gushing forth, continued fast to flow. 
Stood where they fell, then sank like dew-drops' on' 
the snow* 
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XXIL 

Oh yes ! howeyer cold in after years, 
At least it cost thee sorrow ihen to leave me ; 
And fi>r those few sincere^ remorseful tears^^ 
I do foi^^iye (tho* thou oouldst thus deceive me) 
The years, of peace of which thou didst bereave rae. 
Yes — da I saw those gushing life-drops coma 
Back to the heart which yet delayed to gi^eve mci 
Thy .love returned a moment to its home, 
Far, &r away from me for ever then to roam. 



XXIII. 

I gazed a moment, mute widi sad surprise ; 
My bosom thrilFd by that deep sound of woe ;— 
" Oh Arthur-~oh belov'd ! raise those dear eyes,' 
Let but my tears with thine together flow I 
Whate*er thy grief, let, love, let Rosa know." 
Startled, he turned— rsad as a funeral chime, 
The slow words came — '* Oh ! Rosa, I must go ; 
This night I sail to reach a foreign clime ; 
Nay,^l0ok not thus appalled — it is but for a time. ** ; 
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XXIV. 

Vain were his words-^-^MH sank my fiunting h^flirt : 
" Oh ! if dairk Fate hath doomed us nbw t6 sev^ir; 
I do conjure thee, though idl hope depart, 
. By oar past love, by every vain endeavour 
To hdd thee here, — say, dost thou go for ever I ** 
" No; l^ my hopes of Wss — ^by aU that's dear— 
By the bluer midnight dcy^-^the silent river— 
By Heavevi, #hich only now my vow can hear, 
Within tbre^ transient mdnths expert me to aj^pear. " 



He went-^he went ! his shadow, as he' paised, 
Traced his dark outline ih. the silvery %ht ; 
And as he closed the gate, he gave one last 
Long lii^iifing look of love, as if the sight 
Recalled to memory iha^y a fairer night ; < 

He raised hii eyes to heavcfh's blue vault, seren^^ i 
And turned away ; — ^he went— (heraodnbeamd; height 
Chequered with wavy lilies the peaoefiil le^eelid — 
And long wiih dtedmy thought I watched where^he HM 
been. 
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XXVI. 

Stfil hope was left me, and each tedious hmur 
Was counted, as it brought his coming near ; 
And joyfiiUy I watched eadt fading flower ; 
Each tree» whose shadowy boughs grew red, and t^kr ; 
And haalkd sad Autmnn, favourite of the year. 
At lei^di my time of sorrow came — 'twas oyer; 
A beauteous boy was brought me, doubly dear, 
For all the fears that promise caused to hoTet ' 
Round him-^'twas past<— I chdtned a husbtaid in my 
lover. 

XXVII. 

Oh, beauteous were .my baby's dark blue eyes, 
Evermore turning to his mother's &ce, 
So dove-like soft, yet bright as summer skies ^ 
And pure his cheek as roses, ere the trace 
Of earthly blight or stain their tints di^ace. 
O-er my loved child enraptured still I htmg } 
'i t^o joy m life could those sweet hours r^place^ 
When by his cradle low I watched, a&d song ; 
While stfil in memory's e^r, hi$ father's promise Tung. 



J 
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XXVIII. 

Three months — three h'ngermg n^onths,- had past aWay, 
And Biy sweet infant had begun to know 
Upon whose neck his clasping fingers lay. 
And sought, by little signs, his love to show ; 
And when my tears unconsciously would flow. 
Raised those young innocent eyes, with questioning 

glance. — 
Hark ! a quick step is tramping through the snow— 
'Tis he, 'tis he t I cried, from distant France ! 
But my heart echoed low, 'tis he, 'tis he, — ^^chance, 

XXIX. 

Close to my beating heart I strained my boy, 

That moment's bliss repaid whole months of care. 

Forward I sprang, in fulness of my joy ; 

In joy !— alas, it was not Arthur there. 

Stem was the aspect, haughty was the air 

Of him, who gazed around in wondering mood. 

" Lady, ". he said at length, ** art thou aware 

From whom I come? " Trembling, awlule I stood ; 

Then wildly cried, '* from him ! oh, are thy tiding'ij 
good?" 
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XXX. 

** Lord Arthur greets thee, and he bade me say, 
That he no more thine image may retain ; 
That thou must cast the lingering hope away, 
If hope thou hast of seeing him agiiin; 
A second parting would but give thee pain ; 
And nevermore "-^-the rest I ' could not hear : 
There were words spoken, but I strove in vain 
To catch the sense ; stricken with doubt and fear^ 
Sick grew my fainting ^e»rt, and dull my senseless ear. 



XXXI. 

Something, I know, was said in soothing tone. 
As if some comfort in the words 'were told; 
Something in praise of that dear little one, 
And offers large of gold— accursed gold — 
Oh ! at that sound how every vein grew cold ! 
Would that bring back the hope that iled for ever ? 
AU rushed .upon my mind — ^the days of old — . 
The promise made when, we were doomed to sever ; 
I a«ked» and. weeping memory answered, never ! never! 
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XXXII. 

I stroTe for speech—^ lifted up my dbtld; 
With quivering lip that breathed imperfect «ound, 
*' Tell him," I said, with voice and ge^rture wild, ' 
** If in his heart some vain excuse be founds 
Tell him, this tie, and Heaven, wiU hold him bouid ; 
Tell him, the heart he laboured to beguile 
Will, breakiog, firmly clasp his image round ; - 
Tell him, .my life will lii^er but a while. 
Say that you saw his childi my rosy infimt, smib^ 



XXXIII. 

" Take back your gold i — ^in the hearths i^jony 
It is not valued^t is nothing worth ; 
Tell him, if he is changed, I soon shall die. 
And then can only need a little eardu 
Bid him ihkkk once, amid his hours of mirths 
On the young gladness of our mutual love— ^ ^ > 
Bid him remember, at my in&nt'a birth, . i* 

The promise only heard by Heaven sAtore.;*^ . i 
Oh! once he had a heart — seek thou tlmt heart to 



move." 
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XXXIV. 

He promised, and he weat^-oh, dire-su^nse! 
To breaking hearts how terrible art thoa ! 
When every sound strikes sickenii^ on the sens^, 
And the cold drops stand on the pallid brow. 
I watdied — ^I waited — jetLf I hoped e'en ftow*-- 
I thought, perchance, that Arthur's self would come 
To bid adieu ! — ^I re^ed not, asked not kowt 
But thought, if be revisited his home, 
And only saw his child, again he could not roam. 



XXXV. 

The third day broke — a menial servant came, 
And lyought a letter — well I knew the hand ; 
Unkind to write— to send — ^my trembling frame 
Could scarce die streng^ of tottering steps commsnd. 
With dim, but eager eyes, each Ime I scanned — 
Oh ! what the words ? — the words — away I each one 
Had lived for ever, even though writ in sand ; 
He said, he gave me back the heart he won, — 
He'tMiid*<^hear it, brif^ Heaven! Albert was not his 
son ! 
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XXXVL 

I read it — ^yes ! I read it — and my heart 
Refused to break ! .1 read it yet again, 
Gazed on, and bade my spell-bomid soul depart — 
Looked up in anguish to the heavens — 'twas vain ! 
I shrieked, I wept, sole witness of my pain ! 
Speak for me now, though sinful, lost, and w;ld, 
By the vain passion I might not restrain — 
By all my sufferings — ^by thy mercy mild — 
Oh ! witness, by all these, he did reject his child ! 



XXXVII. 

It rv€U his child ! ungrateful and unkind. 
Thou could'st not think what yet thou dar*dst to say. 
Oh ! if remorse hath ever crossed thy mind, 
May Heaven forgive when I am far away ! 
May'st thou ne'er think, amidst the proud and gay, 
Ofher who now so freely hath forgiven — 
Of her who loved thee in life's earliest day, 
"Who lives to pray for thee", to love thee even— 
Her latest hope, to meet thy pardoned soul in heaven. 
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XXXVIII. 

I rose-r-I took my child — the fatherless ,' 
Wiped the big tear-drops from ray heavy eyes 
That gushed at every mute and dear caress 
My infant gave ; and, as the lone dove Hies 
Far from her widowed nest, through stranger skies, 
To seek her mate, so, reckless of the scorii 
Which on the world's sad victim heavy lies, 
I went, with racking doubt and laiguish torn, 
To die, or liid young Mope again with Love be born.' 



XXXIX. 

- With weary limbs, parclied lips, and fainting heart, 
I reached the proud metropolis — around 
Were busy throngs, of which I formed no part ; 
And cheerful' faces, and the jocund sound ' 
Of countless human voices ; friends, who found 
Those that they sought for ; children, that could come 
To meet their mother with a joyous bound. 
Who wel<5omed me ? who bade rm cease to roam ? 

Alas ! to me this scene was but my Arthur's home ! 
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XL* 

I pressed my baby to my throbbing breast. 
In tbe wide world be was my only tie ; 
Others had parents^ husbandry homes of xe8t» 
Loved^ and wereloved a^un — Oh I what had I ? 
No voice was there to soothe mine agony, 
I wandered on 'mid crowds, alone, alone ; 
None bade me «tay, none badie me cease to sigh ; 
By all unpltied, and to all onknown, 
I had my love-^my grief— my child :— -aU else was goA^, 



XLL 

I readi^ his door*— that door which once I thought 
Had oped to welcome me as Arthur's bride ; 
Where oft, in joyous fiincy, I had brought 
My poor old father, evermore beside 
His couch to w&tch, and be his only guide I 
Where were those buoyant hopes and feelings nont ? 
Where was that vision^ raised by youthlul pride ? 
Fled with the pureness of that virgin brow 
Which sorrow might have dimmed, but nn alone^could 
bow. 
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XUI. 

I knocked^-oh 1 louder kaoeked my betting hewrl ! 
When to the door a heavy footstep, came ; 
The memal 8iittled« and bade me qiuek depart, 
Muttering, *' hard travdling for ao £ur a dame," 
While indignalicm ahook my trembling frame; ' 
I shrank away, the ready team gushed finrtli. 
But pride £»rbade**-I eoidd not qpeak my name ;' 
A moment's silenee, and upon the earth . 
Thai pkying«errant threw aone coins of lilde worth; 



XLin. 

Yea, pity touched his heurt — but oh I &r. 
Was <ili^ my fate t*--was i cQndettawdjbojtfAsfe 
FroBl Ajrdwr's ^errant ccsmmon ^larity ? 
I rose— J said, ** idas ! for pity's sake 
Let me see him — thy master-^-kt me mak^ 
Myself appeal .untp his hardened soul ! 
Some throb ^of dying meii^y I might wake-^ 
Some feeling interest cannot controul-^ 
Some wish, die bitter gmef h^.eaused.me, to coBsole V* 
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XLIV. 

Hard, hard to be refused ! he bade me waiif 
The only^ favour he could now bestow-^ ; . 
To s^and a nieDdicaat at Ar&itr's gate^ 
Watching 'the time -when he^and aU shouM go 
To seek amuseihent in the snniiy glow. 
Oh ! onceth^ gladsome light had charms for me ! 
Once I could watch the dark blue river flow, 
Widi smiks 'of py, with -dioughts of extacy ; 
But lips must cease to smile when hearts no more are 
free, 

XLV. 

I waited— ^Heavens ! how crept the weary hours, 
Step after "step, away ! — ^They bring not him ! 
At length I caught his voice. — ^All-gracious Powers ! 
How throbbed my heart, how failed each quivering 

limb ! . ♦ 

How seemed each object in my sight to swim ! 
That Hghtj gay, laughing voice 1-^t ceased^— the 

• sound^ — ■ ' ' 

He came, he came, I raised mine eyes, though dim, 
And indistinct all figures seemed around : 
I saw htm well — ^my hopes, my fears^ an answer found. 
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XLVI. 

Beautiful as in life's first early day ; 
Proud as the eagle on his airy height ; 
Viiih that Inright sparkling eye, whose glancing ray 
Spoke frmn beneath his brow, like dawning light*'^ 
With stately form, to fix the wandering sight. 
And those dark curls uncovered to the wind 
Which oft, in happier days of simshine br^ht. 
With garlands wild my sportive fingers tinned ; 
He stood, lingering awhile for those who came behind* 



XLVII. 

Onward they came — ^the young, the gay, the free — 
With eyes reflecting back the beams that shone, 
With careless step, and youthful revelry. 
And graceful laughter's light and silvery tone. 
They pause — a gay adieu, and they are gone 
To meet again at festival or dance ; 
And one fair creature now was left alone 
On whom my -Arthur cast an anxious gliUlce, 
And she replicid with smiles — a sisler's smileis, perchance. 
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XL VIII. 

I could not rise — I vainly stiroTe to speak, 
The words, ^perfect, died upon my toiigue ; ' 
Like some sad dream we struggling try to toeak, 
The scene around upon my spirit hung ; 
And ever in my ear the accents rung, 
" If hope thou ha9t"-^oh ! could I hope again ? 
With tender care a mantle Arthur flung 
Across that lady's steed, and smoothed his maae, 
Tjien turned to mount his own, and seised the ti^tened 
rein. 



xux. 

Despair gives strength^-^With one convulsive bound 
I reach'd him, clung to;]iiim with jfever'd grasp; 
And when he gazed in wild amazement round, 
And strove to disengi^e my frantic clasp, 
I burst the bonds of silence with a gasp. 
And Arthur answered. Oh ! upon my ear, * 

Like the cold poison of the deadly asp. 
Freezing my life-blood, fell those accents dsear*^ '- 
Yet he had loved me well — ^what had I now to fear ? 
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L. 

Hurried abd paanonatQ the words he apoke^- 
Pale grew his dieek, and darker feU his brow ; 
And from his breast la groan of anguish hrcke : 
" Rosa ! I would that thou hadst spared me now, 
'Tis vain — ^'tis past-'-dbui ! thou know^st not how 
I struggled and infcreated — ^"twas in vain ; 
I may not now renew my broken vow, — 
I may not even visit thee again ; 
Rosa, foigive me-^/ have snffinred equal pain." 



LI. 

Wild was my laugh — " Oh ! heairdess and unkind I 
Thou snfier ! may'st thou never feel like me ! 
Yea, give thy -vows of passion to the wind ; 
Heaven h^urd th^n, thought man unknown they be ; 
Heaven sees me ahunmed by alli Jbetrayed by thee ; 
Lured from the happy home where pnee I smiled ; 
Heaven hears my moan of hopeless agony-— 
Heaven hears thee scorn thy young and innocent 
ohild^ 
Heaven sees us stand e'en now, beguiler and beguiled.'^ 
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LH. 

" Rosa ! 'tis vain— whate'er I can, I will— 
Ask what thou wilt, which riches may bestow ; 
The cot is thine — ^may'st thou be happy still ! 
In vain regret may rise, or tears mayflow-^ — 
Angels may smile above — ^man weeps below ; 
The happiest hours of all my life are past — 
The faded flower of love no more can blow — 
Thou see'st my bride — my die for life is cast — 
Write— ask whatever thou wilt — this meeting is our last. 



LIII. 

•With desperate step and strong he broke away, 
Upon-his courser in an instant sprung ; 
When soft I heard her voice in pity say — 
" Hast thou relieved her, Arthur?" Still I clung 
To him — to life— till at my feet was flung 
A purse — a heavy purse — I loosed my hold. 
Loud on the sounding stones the iron rung 
Of those departing steeds — my blood ran cold — 
I gazed on what remained — my child, my grief, and 
gold. 
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UV. 

• 

I did not faint — I did not tear my hair — 
I did not shriek to Heaven and man for. aid ; 
Once only^ when some gazer's piteous care 
Raised up the purse, and gentle offer made, 
A groan of anguish, which might not be staid^ 
Burst forth ; all then was mute as my despair. , 
I lifted up toy child, who, half afraid. 
Clung trembhng to my heart in silence there, 
And turned me to depart — ^returning home — ah ! where ? 



LV. 

My cot ! oh ! was it mine ? was I to be 
A guilty thing, dependent, though unloved ? 
Yet whither turn, to shun the charity 
Of him whose heart so cold and stern had proved ? 
Would strangers pity when he was not moved? 
Or wiould the humble friends of happier days 
Welcome the wanderer, who lonely roved . 
Through the dark world, shunning her. fellows' gaze. 
Unheard, unsought, the voice of pity or of praise ? 
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LVI. 

Yet there was one-^^one on the boundless eartli, ' 
Who would not spurn me, even when fallen and lost ; 
Whose gentle fondness smiled upon my birth — 
Who watched if e'er a shade of sadness crossed 
My laugldng brow — and when, by passion tossed, 
My heart rebellious rose, had gently cheered 
And watched, consoled, supported, loved me most 
In sorrow sought, by Nature's des endeared — 
Fadier \ to tliee I turn, thy wrath no longer feared* 



LVIL 

Once I bethought me, vain and hopeless thought! 
To make i^peal to her, that pitying one- 
Woman to woman. Then I would have sought 
To move her gentle heart with anguished moan; 
But ever on my ear there fell the tone 
Of Arthur's hurried words--<'' Thou see'st my bride !" 
Was she indeed his bride ? Yes, Ik^ was gone*-^ 
I feU it true. Roll on, life's 'vdidbning tide, i 

Wreck the frail bark which now hath lost its only g«ide^ 
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LVIII. 

And thi» was he who loved me ; he who came 
To whisper vows to my too willing ear 
With lip of melody and heart of 6ame ; 
Vows whose glad truth I deemed so trebly dear 
To him who breathed them, that had doubt or fear 
Been raised within my heart, they could not grow«— 
He whose bright eyes bespdce a soul since]r&-^ > 
This, this was he who — ^vain remembrance now 1 
He lives to scorn the past — ^he Uves to break his vow. 



LIX. 

Ah no ! I could not turn me to that cot 
Which in life's gladsome spring I loved so well ; 
I could not think ixpon my hopeless lot» 
And then return, forgotten, there to dweH 
Where once-~-oh memory ! no longer tell 
The taletoo ofl repeated, and in vain. 
Whatreek weof the scenes that once befel, 
If all the future is composed of pain ? 
FaveweHf thou stnu^r home ! welcome my own again t 

END OF THE SECOND FART. 



PART III. 



I. 

I JOURNEYED on — the weary sun had set. 
And darkness shadow'd o'er the face of heaven ; 
Sleep, that can bid the wretched to' forget, 
To my sweet babe its late repose had given ; 
When changed the aspect of that gentle even, 
The bitter blast came sweeping o'er my path ; 
Far off, in eddying rounds, the snow wasdriven— 
Burst o'er my 'heiad the thunder's dreadful wralh^* 
I turned to God, my stay, the hope the wand'rer htA* 
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11. 

** Shield, shield my child, All-merciful, All-jas£ ! 
Grant but the shelter of the meanest shed ! 
If that mine hour is come, if die I must, 
Spare me at least to house his gentle head ! 
Have mercy, oh ! have mercy ! — Cold the bed 
His form must press, if I should perish now. 
Yet^ yet a little while, and with the dead; 
Smiling and thankful, I would lay me low. 
Hear me, by all my woes— before thy tiirone I bow." 



III. 

Oh, night of horror and of agony ! 
When chilling fear came like some fell disease ; 
When the blue lightmng shot along the sky, 
Flashing bright ruin round, its prey to seize ; 
When the cold wind howl'd through the rocking trees. 
And shivering, wet, and weary, I pursued, 
Struggling against the strong opposing breeze, 
Trembling with anguish, faint for lack of food. 
Across the wintry waste, a path unknown and rude.' 



i 
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IV. 

At lengdi th^ whirlwind ceas^, the'mdhiii^ brcte : 
Oh ! never had I seenthe sun ai^lsej- 
E'er from my dream'of pkarare I awoke, 
In all the radiaiiee of bluesQifanJersklas^ ■< . . .. 
With Iialf the blis^ widi whidi myweeping «yev> 
Received the grey and melancholy nlonir/ - • 
Which, pale aiid te^rfiil, itemed to bid'theitks 
Which bound me to the w%nrld ^simhe Vorn*^ ^ . 
Thoae ties whidd but last ni^t* I deemed 'in «ander torn^ 



V. 

I reached a hamlet, and a momentV^pettce 
Dwelt in niy b^tt; 'Twiis sweet'to heai'once m6re 
The busy soruhds I ifkiicied were toceas'e 
To animate a heart;whb^ beat was o'er* 
I gently tapped a lowly cottage door, 
And asked for food i^ith faint aAd humble voioe*;' 
I fed my ^bild, with bliss unkndwn'before, '• 

When I had jiletity round andviands cboieet ' •* 
Oh ! tiio^e who sufil^r mudt are dmse who most rej(dice?l 
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VI. 

Again I turned to wend my weary way> 
Hoping to reach my home ere evening came ; 
And the sun.gladdened soon the misty day» 
Infusing life and vigour in my frame ; 
Half faded from my heart the sense of shame^ 
Arose again the hope that had expired ; 
And thoughts of him who would not harshly blame, 
Of penitence, c^love^ myhosom fired, 
And prayer to Him whom prayer .and sorrow never tire<i. 



vn. 

I reached my home when the warm sun was set— 
When <^'er the beauties of that peaceful scene 
A few faint rosy beams were lingering yet : 
I thought, while gaaihg on that lovely e'en. 
On what I was, on ,what I onee had been ; 
I thought, as round me lay the drifted, snow. 
How bright the summer when I last had seen 
That cottage sleeping in the sunset glow, 
Where now are leafless trees, through which the bleak 
winds blow. 
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VIII. 

Such was the change my heart had undergone — 
There all was gloomy, dark, and desolate, 
And winter reigned where brightest spring had shone. 
I stood a moment at the wicket gate, 
Lingering, and trembling on the verge of fate. 
With weeping eyes, upraised to that calm Heaven, 
With fear and shame, that urged me yet to wait 
While from my heart all confidence was driven ; 
And now I deemed my crime too great to be forgiven. 



IX. 

On, Rosa, on — a father must forgive ! 
The heart which judges truly cannot love ; 
He waits to welcome thee, to bid thee live 
For him, no more in misery to rove : 

» 

Oh, haste thee yet, a father's pity prove : 
I oped the gate, advanced — retreated — no, 
I dare not seek that injured heart to move. 
What shall I say ? yet whither can I go ? 
Oh,' help me, Heaven ! give strength for more than 
mortal woe. 
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X. 

I paused — ^across the latticed window came, 
While cold and hesitating there I stayed, 
The cheerful blazing of the hearth's bright flame — 
That hearth where oft in infancy I played, 
And many a gambol by my father made. 
Reckless of stormy winds, which raged without, 
Save when, with lisping, innocent tongue, I prayed 
That God would save, in terror, grief, and doubt. 
Wandering and weary ones, condemned to venture out. 



XI. 

/ was that wanderer now ! — I oped the door ; 
I stood upon the threshold of my home ; 
A gasp of agonyj — a moment more, ' 

And pardoned Rosalie should cease to roam ! 
To that bright room my faltering steps had come ; 
Methought e'en now I felt the cheering glow, 
Saw the brown bread, the bright ale's sparkling foam. 
Which once my hand had bade for him to flow 
To whom but hirelings now their tardy duty show. 
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xn. 

The latch was lifted, atnd I gtized around — 
But oh, my heart! thete were bright faces therey 
And cheerful voices, but it ceased, that %ound ; 
A youth, and aged man with silver hair, [prayer ; 
Knelt with clasped hand^, to breathe their elFoiing 
And, a young wife, who rocked her cradled diild, 
Ceased her low murmuring soi^, that on the air 
No voice but' Aw might sound, and gently smiled. 
Till startled by my shriek, which rose long, loud, atid 
wild. 

XIII. 

Yes— ^bri^t and cheerful as 'twas wont to be, 
The hearth was blazing, but, alas ! ^r whom? 
Oh what was I to them — or they to me ? 
I gazed around, hojMng my steps had come 
Astray, but no! too w«U I knew the room ; 
Too true the certainty struck on my heart — 
I read in strai^r eyes my dreadful doom I 
Their welcome, only an astonished start — 
ThetT links on earth, f<md ties, in which / had no patt ! 
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xiy. 

'\]ld[y fitthes^! oh, my father ! " va^n the cry*- 
I had no f«th«x now ; no need to say 
" Thou, art alone I " I folt xsy^misery — 
My lather, yet retxanr^-retuml the. day 
When 8onrow had availed is past away ; 
Tears' esMuaot raise the dead, gnef cannat call 
Baick ta the earthly .corse the. sptrit'a ray — 
Vainly et^mal tears .of .blood might &11 ; 
One HBhort year since, he lived — piy hopes now 
perished all ! 

.XV. 

A shr]0k^.and low I fiank.upoalh&.ground ; . 

The \iat dim. sound that. fell upon, my ear. 

Those pitying yoiiiesmnimuriBg. around, 

The last i£m glance showed pity's trembling tear ; 

It cea^drarand^fiedtha power. to see or.hear. 

My child w^.t^ken. from my fallings arins, 
, • Happy,, unconacious ivow. of hfi^pe or fear ; 

Deadcto the pbigni^t sense pf earthly harms, 
Dried w^(b my .bitter tears, and bushed my heart's 
alarms. 
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XVI. 

On, on — throtigh many a dark and mournful day 
I lived, half conscious, in a dreamy land. 
While many a vision came, and passed away, 
And many a fairy scheme of bliss was planned, 
And ever by me Arthur seemed to stand ; 
With him in sunny fields and bowers I ranged, 
In scenes where we had wandered hand in hand $ 
And I wafi( happy, till the vision changed ; 
Twas Arthur still, but oh! with heart and look* 
estranged! 

XVII. 

> 

And then, methought, beneath a stormy sky. 
With his grey hair thin streaming on the wind. 
My father stood, in hopeless agony ; 
Reproached me as ungrateful and unkind ; 
And prayed that / as hard a fate might find ; >■ 
Or on a lowly couch his form was lying. 
Whispering sad words, which, still with head indilkd, 
I vainly strove to hear ; and he, while dying, 
Cast a reproachful glance at vie for not replying. 
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XVIII. 

And thaa again it changed) and bound I stood 
While demons tore my baby limb from limb, 
And still the stream of gushing living blood 
Came trickling on the earth, all fresh from him 
Who might have mingled with the cherubim, 

. And been as bright as they : warm o'er my feet» 
All seen too plain, though vision-like and dim, 
Those crimson rivulets appeared to meet. 

While powerless stiU I stood, unable to retreat. 



XIX. 

At length I slept ; and when I woke again, 
Those, fevered dreams had fled, and leflt me weak, 
With but the sense confused of grief and pain : 
I gazed around, and feebly tried to speak ; 
And kindly eyes, that watched my slumber breaks 
Turned to the couch, — I asked them for my child, 
And that young wife replied, in accents meek : 
My babe. was brought me — I was wan and wild ; 
And, shrinking back, it turned to that kind one, and. 
smiled. 



i 
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.XX. 

liong^ long I. wept with we^k And. piteous cry 
O'er my sweat in&nt» ip. its vo8y.hloain« . . 
As memoffy brought ny^hours of Jigony 
Again before my mind;;-^! juoumied Ids doom ; . 
I mourned my own : < .the sam;iy tlittle room 
In which, oppressed by jpekness^now I iay, 
Weeping fbr.soxrows past^.and W49es to como» 
Had been my own in .childhood's eacLy day. 
Oh ! could those, years ..indeed so^ soon -have passed ' 
away ! 

XXI. 

Past, as. the. waters of ihe jrunning brook; 
Eled^ as the summer winds that &n the flowers; 
All that reminned, a*word--^a tone — a look, 
Impressed, by chance, in. those bright joyous boors ; 
Blossoms which, qiiilled/iromyecith*siightiaiiy bowers, 
Still flo^t with lingeiing scent, ^as. loth to &de. 
In spite> of sin's remorselessi 'whelming powers. 
Above the wreck which time .and ^ief have.]Bad€^ 
Miused with the dew of- tears,, though. low in ,xiup 
laid. 
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xxn. 

And; they *hiad waitch^ tae afithat ^eary while — 
Those kindly hearts, andmadfe my child their own, 
,And saw witb pleasure still its'in&nt smOe ; 
And even now, when fell disease wad gone, 
Besought itoe hot to wander forth alone 
In! the Ueak stormy world Where friends were not'; 
And hade me stay,, although my tale was known, ^ 
Here in the shelter of tiieir lonely cot. 
Where I inight yet attain ar not unhappy lot ! 



XXIIL 

But no—^ rcould not stay in that sweet place. 
So chang'd, sofalPn from all^ which once I was. 
And see reHected^ in each well-^known lace. 
My shaiatie and sorrow-*^never K— humatn laws 
Were fratn'd agahist me, while the unpitying cause 
Of all my misery, secure from blame, 
Pass'd die gay hours in mirth, nor mttd:e one pause 
To think bf me in moumfbhiess and shame — 
Heaven might forgive, but man would scorn my blighted , 
name. 
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xxiv: 

And I departed thence, with thanks and tears ; 
The meed I offer'd they declined to take, 
But pray'd Heaven would prolong my baby's years. 
That he might wrestle for his mother's sake; 
And said, if misery came, that I might make 
Their home again my home — ye tender-hearted ! 
'Twas yours the fount of tenderer grief to wake ! 
And tears, unfeigned and half unconscious, started. 
As, slow and mournfully, once more I thence departed. 



xxy. 

Once more a weary wanderer — once more 
Without a shelter for the coming eve ! 
Why did I dream my woes would soon be o'er ? 
Why did my heart my reason thus deceive. 
To think the sinful could forget to grieve ? 
Oh ! dream soon broken ! hope forgotten now ! 
Last feeling which the human heart can leave, 
Teach me again to trust the broken vow ! 
Friend of the desolate — in misery help me tJwu I 
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XXVI, 

I rested in the churchyard, where, alone, 
The verdant mound raised o'er his buried head, 
Marked by a rude and solitary stone, 
My father lay — the long4amented dead ! 
I knelt, and many a bitter tear I shed. 
" P thou much injured, yet devoutly lov'd. 
Who first in infancy my footsteps led ! ^ 

If pardon may be found for her who rov'd, , 
And left thee lonely — oh ! may Heaven, may'st thou 
be moved ! 

XXVII. 

" If days of agony and nights of tears 
; Can aught atone for passion's wild excess ; 
If mercy e'en the worst of sinners cheers^ 
When sunk in penitence and mournfulnefts. 
Oh i then let Mercy hear my moan, and bless. 
Although unworthy, her who prostrate lies—* 
Hear me in anguish and in bitterness ! 
If grief can reach thy home, beyond the skies, 
A late repentance take, since death the rest denies.." 
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XXVIIL 

AU that remamedi the gr»ve^ the sUeiit grave * 
Of him o'er whose unconseious form I jhii'cI, 
In early youth the generous iand the htSLy^f 
In age the tender-hearted and the kindy 
The past, the happy pa^t! rushed o'er niy niindi 
Tinging with hues, from M^aaory's painful dffft^ 
Those busy scenes with hU dear image twin'd ; 
And then the future struck upon my heart — 
That fulmre in which h^ should nev^r bear a part. 



XXIX. 

That fiiture came — sad m^mths had roll'd away-^ 
Tears had been shed, and sig^s been heav'din vam ; 
And I, that Rosalie, soyoutig and gay. 
Was now a withet^'d form- of- want and pain ; 
My Toice, which now but sounded- to complain ' 
In hollow accents, stjirtled e'en my ear ;- 
And my weak limbs eeuld scarce the power retttUr 
To drag me forth, in lii^lring doubt and fear, 
Imploring food for him wh6 now i^hMie wae diean 
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XXX. 

Oh, Heaven 1 the hoar anived whe&.I.hidnotigkt, 
When sick and'toifmwiul I ffo^d around^ 
Knowing, aks ! the little store I brot^t 
Was all exhausted — where could help^ be< found ? • 
Hard heai^'had thej^ to wkLom I ixiw.waSibaiiaidir 
For the dark x^retehed foom in which. I ky 
They ask'd fo^ |)&yiiftMit^-^-f<»rce the €ate^ 
Of vain excuse and^dia^ ^ay^> tp'Stay . 
Had pass'd my lips, whew sfe^m they hade/ i;i»'^pee3 
away. 

XXXL 

<' Away, and in the londiOfiSi of night t'^ . 
To wait fresh pjaiti with eVry varying hour ; 
" Oh ! yet debiy^^abuse not thus your n^tl ' 
List to the pelting of the dreary c^oweri 
Angry and fierce the opposing tempeats/lowjervp . 
Oh ! yet till daylight !" — ^vain, alasl the cry ! 
With brow repulsive, aAd reststfess power, . 
She thrust me forth beme^ththe 4iiclemiieiit.8k9i^^ 
Woman to wonflan did this deed of cruell^t^ 
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XXXII. 

A miserable night of useless weepiog, 
ShivVing beneath the pillared portico 
Of some great house,* where all were softly sleeping, 
Deaf to the storm that beat, the winds that blow, 
Reckless of those that wander to and fro, 
Houseless and homeless, near their proud abodes. 
Unconscious slumberers ! little do ye know 
The nightly weight of misery which o*erloads 
Near yofu^ unpitied crowds, and to destruction goads ! 



xxxm. 

The morrow — and the grey and silent streets 
Swarmed with the varied multitudes anew, 
Still changing with each feverish hour that fleets. 
The busy many and the anxious few 
In quick succession pass before my view. 
And now my infant, pining in my arms. 
With cheeks like faded roses in the dew, 
Awoke in me a mother's dread alarms — 
Hunger and cold oppressed and nipp'd his baby charms. 
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The day wcPt» oft, the glisami^ g/im wnn^ setdiig,. 
A deepi tfonvicfinii «tole ufms nqr i&mA ; 
All but my cherisli^ iiMioeoiit bttber fbf getting^'— 
I rose'-i etitd*^^ Usie imsrey; paWien kind^ 
Upon my dsid] let misfevy pity ftiid^^ 
Oh ! hear me^'^md f^iaey pts^'li ode after one,' 
Some frowned — some cast a^pitjoibg^look beMndr 
And some few gav«-^tf0 length die day vv^g^ef, 
Aiftl tbeffi I biiwed ttiy head^ ak«l w^adly sank ^e>wm 



XXXV. • 

But ( had' fitnA fik hitny diduglv I waa left 
Unpitied dras^to'smigj^ #ith'i»y fate^^ 
Tida Ibg^ring moumfuifabpe wa«f not btit«ft> 
That ka would lire^ to feel' a genevou^' hate 
Of all the cold i(«itt»ibt8 oTpomp aildJstate ;- 
And then, when pitcmd/ and beaiMiiM he Stood; 
His fathet'wotdd, i^^mtM, tHo' tsoo'lalev 
Sigh o'er jHMt eviliaiutii^gleietedgodd; 
With Ywdiess taarsi oft^sfaedin pamtmfatmood: 
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XXXVI. 

'Twos not to be-'^day vanished after day, 
And fewer gave, and fainter grew my prayer — 
In vain I watch'd my baby as he lay — 
Night came — ^his couch was in the open air — 
What could avail a mother's tenderest care ! 
With miser hand — the pittance hoarded still, . 
Dealt out to' him alone a frugal fare. 
But to delay, not banish, future ill, 
While famine spared the babe whom misery was to kill.' 



XXXVII. 

At last 'twas. spent-r-I asked for. alms in vain^^— - 
Tired of relieving one .who still prayed on, 
With frowning brow. they tum'd from sight of pain, 
With silent tongue and tearless eyes were gone. 
I waited till the close of day, but none 
Had taken pity on me, and I went 
Once more to him who doom'd me to be low ; 
Mothers are humble — o'er my child I bent; 
/ rose to ask his aljoas who scorned the gold he sent. 
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XXXVIII. 

Lonesome and wearily I reached the door, 
But he was gone — gone with his happy bride, 
Where— ^h ! I asked not — ^wish'd to hear no more ; 
His heart was &r away — the world was wide, 
And I was lonelier than all beside ! 
Another day of sad and anxious weeping ; 
Another day of famine— all denied ; 
Another night my mournful vigils keeping 
Abore my pining child, whom hunger hinder'd sleeping.'' 



XXXIX. 

Dreamily had the heavy days gone by, 
And Albert faded — faiiiter grew his cries — 
Oh ! ye that ever bent in agony 
Above your pallid infant ! ye that rise, 
And glance, half fearfully, with 'wildered eyes, • 
Expecting death — then kneel in tears to pray,* 
With tongue that speech articulate denies, 
That God will yet awhOe the stroke delay, 
Think what / suffered then, from" weary day to- day. 
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XL. 

You softlypioee Attt litcfe^ languid: headv 
You tempt hknt ivifch the. comfiicts- s{n»ad2 aiixHiild,. 
Bnt I oanld ehvj nam the msaheafc stied-r-^. 
My babe. was. starving — ^blees'd i£ I but found 
A morsel destitieid. for thft.hmigryrkound I 
Moving hi& pale sweet lips with gfatefol'smiiev. 
Unwitting of the fate that e^er him frowned*; 
His was the preseni; — gladdened fbt ambile — 
The. fiiture' fuine^ o£ ifDoe na hope might now beguile*. 



There came a dkj — ^ aatalone-rrralcne !* 

The dismal: showers had drenchU my tfaiead-worn 

dress, 
And, seated on the. cold and Gripping-/ stooe, 
Without the power to ask f6s alms — sfiULlesft 
The sitrengtb to wander in my vretchednesa. 
My dying, baby laid, upon, my. knee ; 
I look'd on- those>who. passed, and sought tor gnesn 
Wk^e pity dwdt, still gazing wistfully^ 
With hope, but half extinct, for that which could not be. 
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XIM. 

land I -nwe im ^Qkl «ail fear*-*- 
The faist aid miiiMVi«gilciMM,4>iit.lirifei|^ 
FeUcna^deiiad.baftrtaad'AMfeiiQd'QMr.; . 
She pass'd — I §uuA^mA:kik*iiut I>)oMr.«efr6i« ; 
But as she vfetAt tipdh 4he atones th^xe ieH 
A sparUfng GixMs^of jewds4nek alidiiatte; 
Rushed o'er ngr ndnd the theufhts iliat dawd not 

I had a child — that child ! — oh ! needs there more to tell ? 

I seized it^^^eA^^hMMme taae a Aoui-^ 
0Bls»«4Bfed«H-in]r i tfaii iWi nt ^^i^m ei^d sM*«e sustain 
The weig^rabove'^-^eAr} nbanef aami^ the IroiU^^ 
On l-sai^obi sfadl liw«Avt be in vnte? 
A fbw yands maxc^ and Ihan wcndd «liid day j>a*i'^ 
I reach^m^riMp^-'Aii9'd<Mi'thfe^<>s||» and eaiiAf 
" Food for my eUSd !*' I could .do more restrain 
My weakni§ss<abd,ni^ ilwe^-^I salttehdd the tv^s 
Gave it l» Ai«H and aiuik K&lei6i| aacaiiSciouSt dead "! 
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XLIV. 

I woke-^h ! would that I had slept for ever ! 
Stem forms were standing round — I heard the cry 
^ Of that dear little one they, sought to sever * 
From his poor mother ; one long gasping s^h, 
One lingering pause of nature's agony, 
And I recovered : let it not he told 
What followed next — suffice it, that to die 
Contains no pang so sickening, deep, and cold, 
As that which rent my heart in those barharians' hold. 



.' XLV. 

An hour, and I was pent in prison walls — 
The shriek of woe, the bursting sob, the tear — 
Not that^ the soft and sad, which gently fidls, 
But scalding bitterness was shedding here— - 
Oh, God ! those prisoned hours, so long, so drear ! 

. Still — still I feel tibe damp and heavy cell 
Strike on my numbing sense, palsied with. fear ; 

• Yet I had himt loved tenderly and well, 
Dear link of life, to whom I clung, whatever befell. 
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XLVI. 

.Where is my child ? great God ! forgive these moans ! 
Forgive the question-;-wildly, vainly spoke ! 
'Tis over now, but then — ^ye sad grey stones, 
Graves of the lovely and die loved, revoke 
Your cruel mandate; let the chain be broke. 
And give me back my own — ^my own ! alas ! 
Tis mine no more — the dead may not be woke — 
Unfading treasures misers may amass. 
But rosy cheeks — bright eyes — ^like airy visions pass. 



XLVII. 

I watch'd — ^I pray'd — ^I knelt all desolatCi 
While fev'nsh throbbed my baby's pulse—-! tried 
Not to repine at the decrees of fate ; 
I sought for resignation — ^yea^ I cried, 
'^Thy will be done," — ^but no — it was denied. 
Oft as I gaz'd upon that flushing cheek. 
Oil as those eyelids turn'd, submission died ; 
I held his hand, so languid, faint, and weak. 
And laid my lips on his, with vain attempt to speak. 
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XLVIil. 

Tlwreffr mgU»*i^9 fiw^th, ilk«p di>9?d wy wiiwry f yes, 
While kneeling by hit >c(H|cli-«Nna huppm dMMO 
Stole o'er pay utiiKlr^^r-tiaedioiifhi I aaw him riae 
From gliiiQb^r'iiiurnls, jfrith ey^ wh9W«i»iliy b«iin 
Outshone ha$ oi|tt4«^by omt own triisMiiig firfmH 
I stood, j^d «tiU ^y £uH0r U^aff'd my boy< 
While W^ht mi jojif^M, 90 on e^rtb <K>«}d I9em, 
All shone ^^widr^'|bw«i bop^ wi^iQHt i4Ioy««^ 
A fjpund-^^ ^mM fHartm^aod bw*e wy drevn of joy. 



xwx. 

I bent abev'^ my f^^yd^Hto li& w«9 gaael 

Cpl4 was 4li^ b99d ^Pd puSifdfis* W4« tb^ btfirt» 

And I was lo^k'd in ^liJfmn, m^ ^i^fMi ! 
I could not Wf(^ tbp }ing'ri|ig lay depart 
From tbose balC^^oni^iouff eyes^Oeatb'p 3ikpl dart 
Had pierp*d bfei yih^m *© l*QW»y ]%hUli9g apart d— 
Whom t9xaum &i]kd t0 i|)ay : a groan^^Hi starl*^ 
Were wekoiia'd new with rapHli«-^Natiw dared 
All ^fonJMBs but one $ inMhHcp aha daapaired^ 
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yfjmiiA9ntg9eikvm^ No hidboiif d{»ua» 
** Making ii%]tt jb<iDiUe^'^oiMMaBr0dl1lly•«eo8t — 
The sold WM iM--lmr Aotfuiig^ iDitkuiigt aeem 
Yiheu tfaoBe we toiled for we ckpupted lieiioe : 
7Arr«> ffitioL a jnouinfiil aileni eloqiMiiee 
Rending my heart, ley the untastcMl ^cntet^^. 
Aimi theday they bore my in&atihenoet 
In vain I prayed 4;be Qiercifal— the jiM^**« 
They laid my i^y babe low widi the wonn t' the dust. 



IX 

My trial (BmQe» and I c€»idd onJy isay 
I lived^^I breajtjbed^^I Mt nor hoipe nor &ar ; 
My thoughts were in a distant worlds &W4y 
With him who mai-^wb^ oneehad b^n np.d^ii^ 1 
One only aent^nce 0txw^ up^n H^y «ar» 
A question of that wnetdied day-^" My Iiprd» 
She gave it tohet child !*' waa answered^-^ear 
And dark as was my aoul, IfUt that word-** 
My shriek so Iong» so wildi was never wilder heard. 
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LII. 

It pass'd, that day, and then they set me free — 
I gazed in melancholy stupor round ; 
The prison walls had been the same to me — 
Sorrow remained — sorrow that knew no'bound ! 
They gave me shelter — / nor smiled nor frowned- 
My heart was dead within me-^sad I sate, 
With but one thought; my baby's grassy mound; 
Night came — I rested — food was brought — I ate, 
Nor ever murmur made for my unhappy fate. 



LIII. 

Years have gone by — my thoughts have risen higher- 
I sought for refuge at the Almighty's throne ; 
And when I sit by this low mould'ring fire, 
With but my Bible, feel not quite alone. 
Lingering in peace, till I can lay me down, 
Quiet and cold in diat last dwelling place, 
By him o'er whose young head the grass is grown— 
By him who yet shall rise with angel face, 
Pleading for me, the lost and sinful of my race. 
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LIV. 

And if I still heave one reluctant sigh — 
If earthly sorrows still will cross my heart — 
If still to my now dimmed and sunken eye 
The hitter tear, half checked, in vain will start, 
I bid the dreams of other days d^art. 
And turn, with clasping hands and lips compress'd, 
To pray that Heaven will soothe sad memory's smart, 
Teach me to bear and calm my troubled breast. 
And grant her peace in Heaven who not on earth may 
rest. 



END OF. love's sacrifice. 



(5f6) 



EtViRA; 



ja muAvmMvT* 



* • .* 



Akd she wkl wsme-^i-hx avMetiute mtitvkng heiknmi, 
And her dark tresses streaming to the wind; 
Death on her cheek; and madness in her ahr 
Will rave in all tlie wildness of despair.'*^ 
Oh ! how ean our eKistenoe be so dear. 
Embittered by the frequent burning tear ? . 
Why were wefonned to iiT«, .to ^e m pain^ 
To wish for what, to hope, alas ! were vain — 
While senseless, soulless, grovelling forms of clay 
Laugh at the pangs they cannot chase away ? 
Oh ! what is memory, and what is hope ? 
Memory ! a dream — within whose boundless scope 
All we have loved comes rushing o*er the mind : 
We wake to weep o'er joys weVe left behind. 



Hope ! 'tis the expectation uafulfiHedi 

When all ouv fiivest views are bUghted^-^Iunedlf;; 

^is the delusion aent^ by lueoreiil^ care». 

To save mankind ftom hopror and despaiii'-^ 

Delusion oft repeated, oft destroyed^ 

That still deceitMfill&tlie acliiog void 

Of hearts that eannoti lookfoeTond asouM 

Which soon may be as. ill had. never been.. 

Then she will cease^ and gaze; fuilrwiMfiill^ 

On pity's tear» that txembles.is mine e^ie^ 

As if her glimmesing Hgh*. ka^ secvedr t» nhom 

Elvira* s wrongs, had canaed that. t<fS^ tOt fkm^ ;. 

And she will lay* bee hand upon itiiaate? «nv,, - 

And raise those eyes o^voaiMmbduii^^ihAm. 

Whose ^leaking rays cff treidUin^ bbie>uiifoUt 

All that her wandering speech, hadb left nnioldit 

And, throwing bock the looks: her \st0m diat wH 

Will wildly whisper forth her meumfiil tale:: 

** Bright beneath dazzHog painted lashpstbeyediqQe 

The gilded splsndoiir of die Spanish thrjooe^ 

While merrily the inapiarihg mosic'soniidedv 

And swift and graeefiiHy the light foot boitodsdt.; 

And lords mid ladies, obi aa bfi^it and &ir 

As stars in a dark; beavsen^ were, gadiered: there; 
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But I saw one, in whose blue eye the light 

'Ilian painted dazzling lamps was far more bright ; 

The silver musie of whose voice, to me 

Was sweeter than the sounds of minstrelsy ; 

To whom more beauty of its kind was given 

Than any of those glancing stars of heaven ; 

And as those beauteous orbs of light shine on, 

Reckless of whom or what they smile upon, 

So beautiful, so cold, my path he cross'd, 

Unconscious at each step a heart was lost ; 

And one, which came, as light and free as air, 

Fell from the height of joy to dark despair — 

I saw but kiniy though he saw all but me — 

Deep lies his image in my memory. 

And think not, loved one, though we part for ever, - 

That bands the heart entwine so soon can sever ; 

Oft, oh 1 still oft, shall steal across my soul 

The thoughts I vainly labour to controul ; 

And as my parting look on Carlos fell. 

To thinkf though not to breathe^ a sad farewell — 

The tear unbidden started to mine eyes, 

Forlorn as Eve gazed back on Paradise," 

Now she hath ceased — her white arm raised on high, 

The soul of love is beaming in her eye ; - 
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But memoi^ soon hath quenched that meteor ray, 
And she hath turned to wend her weary way ; 
And hending o*er her lute's bewildering strings 
To hide her tears, thus mournfully she siogs : 

Oh ! are we doomed to part ? 

And is thy maid forsaken? 
Then give me back my heart-— 

The heart which thou hast taken. 

The blushing flower is dead. 

Ere yet we see it blowing ; 
And man's false love ia fled, 

While echo breathes his vowing ! 

As summer winds that blow, 

As rivers swiftly gliding ; 
So quick her flight to woe, 

In such frail love confiding. 

Then steel your hearts, ye fair ! 

Ere yet you feel them burning ; 
For mine is gone, and care 

Forbids its e'er returning. 



80 llMMVKJk. 

Thus siogSvshe, dttvvy flcmveta we^ to hest- — 

E'en the inconstaxit ime wall drop a toor ;. 

Andy as hev maVviag erimip fidef^ w31 aglr 

To the sweet wtntoo mphjt wandfnng by — 

** Hark to that poor lost maid, how sweet she sings I 

To prove'' — what, wo«U: Aei fnad'i ^Tbat lore has 

wmgs." 
Carlos is gone, andrquMdj s^kjv iivs^^ ' 
The fond rose £idcsT-*4nid sad GifivB;.diesi 



(.81 ) 



THE YOUNG CRUSADER. 



Clsae and bright the moon was peeping 
From the fleecy clouds of snow; 

Near a young crusader sleeping, 
Thus a voice was singing low : — 

** Perjured false one, who could'st leave me! 

Leave thy hapless Moorish maid ; 
Swear and vow, but to deceive me, 

See the price by Neilah paid! 

** See these features, palely gleaming 

As the moonlight o'er the sea ; 
These eyes, that late with love were beaming, 

Never vaote shall gaze on thee. 



« 



As dies the shoot that's roughly parted 
From its own — ^its parent tree. 
So thy Neilah, broken hearted, 
Dies — ^no more beloved by thee ! 

o 
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'' Wounded, when the conflict's rattle 
Ceases, thou may'st seek repose, 

E'en upon the field of battle ; 
But my wounds will never close. 

" Yet thy Neilah still will love thee, 
Till friendly death shall end her woe ; 

While the sun shall shine above thee 
Shadows still his light must throw." 

Starts the warrior^ wildly raving. 

From the dream that breaks his sleep ; 

His loved one, with her locks loose waving, 
O'er him seems to bend and weep. 

Repentant thoughts his mind revolving, 
He rushes towards the weeping fair ; 

Xike a flake of snow dissolving. 
With sighs his Neilah mdts in air. 

Madly fought he on ^e morrow. 
Rage and love ahemate burn; 

Quickly death relieves his sorrow. 
Faithless hearts may read and learn ! 



(88) 



LINDA ALHAYA. 



I. 

Slow rippling in the zephyr's breath, 
The murmuring waters flow beneath ; 
Warm glows the sun — sweet breathes the air : 
Why are these scenes, though bright and fair, 
To me a dreary wilderness ? 
Linda Alhaya*! canst thou guess? 

ri. 

Why do I gase on flowerets blue 
Which rival heaven's own matchless hue, 
And wander by their native stream. 
Though it to other eyes may seem 
Unworthy of my coBBtancy? 
Linda Alhaya! teU me* why? - 

I ♦ 

* hmda AVka:^ (literally), « pref^yj«iral. 
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in. 

Why do I .g^e on thein^ and stmle, 
Then sit me dcmh^ and weep awhile? 
Sadly, hat fbndt.aa.tfa^yvecalted 
Somethmg which held my heart enthralled : 
Then slowly w^n4 nay weary way^ — 
Linda Alliaj^af : canst thou say t 

IV. 

Linda Alhaya hears me not — 
Linda Alhaya has forgot 
That e'er her starry path I crossed. 
Where every end hut joy was lost. 
And hast thou lost all thought of me, ' 
Linda Alhaya? can it be? 

Not so have I of tkee, sweet maid — 
Deep in my heart my love is laid ; 
Scentless and widiered each flower to.tne— 
Leafless and scathed each towering tree : 
Oh, Linda Alhaya, canst thou not guess? 
Th<m wert my rose of the wilderness I 
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VI. 



Linda Alhaya \ diose fiow^rets Uite 
Match not thine eye's soft liquid hue, 
But they the self-isame hoiguage h^ld, 
Waving above those tvatenr etdd | 
And as we parted on this spot, 
They said, <' Faremll, forget die noli" 

VU. 

Those flowers may bud, and bloom, and die. 

Above the brook that wanders by ; 

And while they live, their blossoms seem 

Reflected in its silver stream ; 

But when rude Time the buds shall sever^ 

Their images are fled for ever* 

VIII. 

Oh! thus shall it never be with me 
While I have breadi and memory; 
The stream of life may swell its tide— 
Thy image still secure wiH bide! 
My fallliful heart in death shall teU, 
Linda Alhaya, I loved thee wdl. 



(86) 



LE RANZ DES VACHES. 



i ' 



QuAND r^vQ]?i^«jeeii im jour 
Tous les objets de nkm amour! 

Nosdairs rui8geaux» 
Nos hameaux, 

Nos cdteaux, 
Nos montagnesy 
£t rornement d^.nos montagnes, 
I0, «i g^ptille la^}^wi 1 
Pans Fombre d'un onneaUf 
Quand danserai-je au son du chalameauf 

Quand reverrai-je en un jour 
Tous les objets de mon amour? 
> Monpere, 
• Mam^re, 
. Mpn fr^re, 
Mat^osuTy 
Mes agiieaux» 
Mefs troupeaux> 
Maberg^re? 



(ff7) 



TRANSLATION. 



When will that day of sunshine dawn for me 
When I the objects of my love shall see? 

Our purling rills, 
Otti; homes of eas€f, ' . 

Our tow'rmg hills, 
Our. leafy trees ; 
And Aer, the pride of hjll or dell, 
My gentle blue-eyed Isabel ? 
Beneath the elm that shaded the flow'ry.|dain, 
When shall I dance to shepherd's i^eed again ? 

When will that day of sunshine dawn for roe 
When I the objects of my lore shall see? 
My fitthor deaT^ . 

And gentle motheri 
My sister.^ir, 

And thee, my brother ; 
My playful lambs, that know my voice. 
And at the well-known sound rejoice ; 
My goatsj that round mq in wild gambols played, 
And thee, my life, my bride, my village maid? 



•( m) 






CHE DI V0$ tpi ME DIRAN? 



^* ,',•; \r- 't ^. y ■ •' , 



What y^lS^Aey «ky of istf^ylover 

What wiUi^ysa^ 4»f yon? 

When they see thine eyes' bright loving glance. 

And mine repiybg tbo? 



••v i 



Fear not, tny^bve^^^tliey^ sfty^of ffi^/ 

That yainly earthly snlis ii]bry/i*be 
When sunshine beams so radiantly 

From ilie bhie hiiavenof those^^sf 
Theyll say of likre, tfaa^ tboa wert seat 

Here on this darkling ea^di to roam. 
To win, by beantyVblandiabmefit, 

Weak mort»k to ^ine angel h<yme* 

But wha^ love, «i411 they say of you, 
What will ifaey say ^f me, 
When in my evening bower they find 
None save my harp and thee ? 



CHE DI TOS £'I>I U£ DIB AN ? 89 

Fear not, my love, what tongues may dare — 

Of me the world can only say 
That whfle such twilight wafts liie tkerie, 

I need not wish fiir brigtorday* 
Of thee theyll say, the silver chords 

With which thy fairy harp is strung, 
Were breathed on by a qpirit's ^nibclfi ^ * 

And keep the notes diat sipirit simg. - 

But oh ! what will diey say of you«^ 
What can they say of me, 
Should I at length become your bride. 
As I have vowed to be ? 

Fear not, my love: they^ say that I 

Can never more have wish or jMrayer ; 
That having $hee^ until I die 

No thought is JMt that claims a care ; 
Of thee theyll «ay-^to «peed the tide : •-. 

In vain was speech to mortals given ; 
For what may ton^pies and worjs avail 

When hearts and looks are all our heaven ! 



(90) 



VERDAD ! VERDAD ! 

FROM THE SPANISH. 



LuiDA ! I never thought, I own, 

When some prov'd false that so would you ; 
That e'en your heart would tuirn to stone, 

And throw me off — not true — not true. 

Twas all your fault — ^you kept away 
With fairer, newer loyes to range ; 

And I wept all th^ summer's day * 

To think a youth like ypu could change. 

True — true— I, fled th' enphanting lyre, 
The thrilling voice:— the notes I kneiv. 

Because another dared aspire 

To win your heart — not true ! not true ! 
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With eyes averted all the while, 

You stood in gloomy silence there ; 
The words which meuit to win my smile, 

Unheard, were wandVing on the air. 

True — true — I own I turned awayi 

Because your eyes, on others bent, 
Seem'd fraught with many a lightning ray 

To blast the hopes your smile had lent. 

Not true ! it is not true — my eyes 

Were filVd with tears for your neglect ; 

If you think they are sunny skies, 
From others what can you expect ? 

True, true — you were a little mov'd, 
Nor smird on those who came to woo ; 

But none like me have ever lov'd ; 
Forgive, and say His true, 'tis true ! 



u 



im 



» • • •*» 



THE pNE YOU LOVED THE BEST. 



. ^ > ■-.■''.. ►. 



Oh ! love — ^love well, but only once 1 fi>r nftv^ i&all 

the dream 
Of youthful hope return again oil life's dark rolling 

stream- 
No love can match the ^arty one which young affection 

nurs'd ; 
Ohy no— the oiie you loVe'thi iieiU ^ «be you Wed the 

first. 

Once lost-^that gladsome vision past — ^ iatrer ibrm 

may rise^ 
And eyes whose lustre mocks the light of starry 

southern skies. 
But vainly seek you to enshrine the charmer in your 

breast, 
For still the one you loved the first, is she you loved 

the best. 



THB ONE YOy ^OVipD THE BEST. 



9S 



Again — 'tis gone — ^"tis past away — those gentle tones 

and looks 
Have vanished like the feathery snow in sununer's 

runping ^rooksj . _ ^ . ^ ^ , i< , ^ 
With weary pinions waiidering love' forsakes the heart, 

his nesty 
And fain would rest again with her whom first you 

foved^, and; best.. . . :.:,■.•- »/... 

Pe^hanee son^e faithful, pne is founds when love*s 

romance is o'er, 
With h^x you i^e through ^tprms may glide^ to reach 

life's farthest shore ; 
B^ta^ t9Q,,c9ld^^«n4 ^e^J poyr jopde^in your home of 

rest. 
And you sigh for her you loved the first — for her you 



( 9* ) 



To 



Oh ! could I come when fays have power, 

And Sleep o'er mortals holds her sway, 
There, in that silent moonlight hour, 

I'd steal thy fickle heart away ; 
Td bear it far, where none might see, 

True constancy from mine to learn ; 
And still, while it remained with me, 

'Twould be a pledge for thy return. 

But oh ! where shall I seek that heart 

Which thousands claim, but none may keep ? 
The gifl which daylight sees depart. 

Is it resumed before thy sleep ? 
Shall I seek out each beauteous maid 

Who o'er thee held a transient sway ? 
In vain — ^where'er thy heart was laid, 

Her tears have washed the trace away. 



WHILE I THINK OF YOU, tOTK ! 95 

Then must I sit within my bower, 

Unwitting where the prize to find, 
And smOe as each successive hour 

Sees changing still thy wavering mind ; 
And still repeat the wish in' vain. 

That thou wouldst live for me alone — 
Or that to ease each maiden's pain 

Thy cruel power to please were gone. 



WHILE I THINK OP TOU, LOVE ! 



When the sun is shining brightly on a blithesome sum- 
mer's day, 

While others dance and sing, I think on him who's far 
away ; 

Amid the gay I wander on, as sad as sad* can be<^ 

Oh ! while I think of ^ou, love, do you think of met 
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When the evening shadows fall, love, and silence reigns 

around. 
And the weeping flowers shake the sparkling dew-^ops 

on the ground ; 
When the pale moon shines so motimfvBy upon the land 

andka — • ' 

Oh I while I think of you, love, do you think oi me? 

And when the night is come, love, and the weary sun is 

set, 
While others sleep, my constant eyes with tears the 

pillow wet, 
I rest in vain my aching head, where none my grief 

may see— * 
Oh ! while I think of you, love, do you think of me ? 

And when other suitors come, love, to tempt with smiles 

and goidf 
And tell me that thy heart for me is passionless imd 

cold, 
I turn in scorn and grief away, and say it cannot bo-— 
When I always think aiyou, love, sure you sometimes . 

think of me! 



(97) 



I WOULD THE WORLD WERE MINE. 



Oh ! I would the world were all mine own, 
With Its gay green fields and its rosy bowers, 
And its drooping trees, where I alone 
M^(itt gather the buds that first were blown, 
And weave a thousand fairy bowers 

For thee'-^for thee ! 



Oh ! I would the world were inine, with all 

Its changeful skies which the soft stars beam in ! 

No scorching rays of the sun should fkll, 

But it should be to me, to all, 

A moonlight world for Love to dream in 

Of thee — of thee I 

H 
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Oh ! I would the world were mine, for then 
I'd still the waves of the boundless ocean, 
And swiftly Fd fly from the haunts of men 
In some fairy bark which returned again 
The dark blue water's rippling motion. 

With thee— with thee ! 



Oh ! would that the world indeed could be 
All, all my own — 'twould then be thine ! 
Thy heart were world enough fbr me, 
And to gain it I'd give the earth and sea — 
Oh I worlds on worlds, if they were mine — 

To <Aee-— to thee ! 



(99) 



TO A BLIND CHILD. 



«•*!*•■ 



Thou yrreck of human hopes I whose darkened eyes 
No more behold the blue and sunny skies, 
Doomed in thy joyous chUdhood'a eacly day 
Blindly to grope along thy cheerless way ; 
Ere yet the bitter tear of sorrow streaming 
Had clouded those sweet orbs, or dimmed their beaming, 
It was foretold that fate — and now, alas ! 
, The awful prophecy hath come to pass. 
Oh, thou unhappy ! in thy infant hours 
How glad thy parents wateh'd thy dawning powers ; 
O'er thy young innocence enraptured hung, 
Praised the soft murm'ring accents of thy tongue. 
And guessed thy meaning, not from words alone. 
But from the speaking orbs that brightly shone — 
. That glorious feature of the human face. 
That silent language nothing can replace. 
They watched, as slowly stealing, ray by ray, 
That gentle light was fading fast away ; 
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And wept, in sad and hopeless agony, 
0*er the dimmed glance of thy half-conscioas eye. 
At length it ceased, and darkness then dwelt there, 
Unhroken — cheerless-^deep as their despair ! 
Mournful, expressionless, diey turn to those 
Who watched with tjiptiire once their lids unclose ; 
And from those daritened orbs is slowly stealing* 
The only trace now left of earthly feeling, 
A tear — a sUent tear, condettmed to flow 
For vanished joys, or years of future woe. 
Oh ! far more moving is that look to me 
Than all the supplicating agony — 
The pearly drops that fall from Beauty's eyes, 
Her bursting sobs, her low and melting sighs. 
Mourners there be o£ whoin we soothe the pain, 
And, where we pity, pity not in vain ; 
But here there is a look which seems to say. 
Thou eanst do nought for me — ^we turn away. 
Sick at the heart, O thou lamented one ! 
Perd&Mice long years are tKine to spend alone ! 
No gladsome child shall frolic by thy side. 
Thy feeble age some stranger hand shall guide ; 
Or fiuthfol dog, with dumb, imploring glance,. 
Collect the half-reluctant alms : — ^perchance, 
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Wandering and weary, ihon sbalt lay tby head 

In the poor shelter of some ruined shed ; 

Or rest thy worn-out form beneath a tree. 

While darken o'er thee skies thoq canst not see — 

While dreadful night the tremblii^ world enshroudsi 

And the hoarse thunder struggle9 tj^ofugh the clouds, 

Then, while the bitter blast is howling lound, 

Defenceless thou ahalt stretch thee on the ground; 

And cowering by his helpless master's side, 

Like thee forsaken, and all help denied, 

The sole companion of thy cheerless track 

Shake the cold raindrops from his shivering back, 

And shrinking, shuddering, of t^ storm afraid, 

Seek aid from thee — 'thou c^nst not give him aid. 

In such an hour, perchance, thou'lt breathe thy last. 

Thy dirge the moaning of the wintry blast ! 

Shield, shield his houseless head, all-pitying Heaven ! 

When far in eddying rounds the snow is driven ! 

Whom man neglects, stretch thou thy hand to save. 

Protect the transient life thy mercy gave ; 

Let him not die, nor leave one friend behind 

To echo those sad words — ** Pity the poor old blind !'' 



( M ) 



FAREWELL! 



Fa^Pwsll ! in tearless ftgony I part ! 

Beloved, the pang can cost thee little now ; 
The thought of triumph dvrells within thy heart* 

The smile of triumph plays around thy brow. 

But oh ! when that is gone, when Time hath dimmed, 
(If Time must dim) the glories of thine eye ; 

When the full cup of joy, which now is brimmed. 
Drained by thine eager spirit, shall be dry ; 

When snows have mingled iii the locks of youth. 
And passion's power no more thy heart can warm ; 

Where the cold world shines forth in sorrow's truth, 
And life itself is but a broken charm ; 

When the btight sun which gilds thy day is set, 
A star's faint lustre may resume its reign ; 

I am contented that thou should'st forget — 
All love thee noiv, but I will love thee then. 



(108) 



STANZAS. 



Y««. I nn gay uid ndUng now. 

But little dost thou know 
How oft a. light and careless brow 

Is darkened o'er by woe. 

The giddy wovd, the laughing eye, 
Which would the truth disown. 

Are changed for many a bitter sigh. 
When the world hath left me lone. 

The green and flowery blooming sod, 
Where the sun is smiling still, 

Touched by a peasant's hazel rod. 
Reveals the secret rill. 

A child may chance that spring to wake 
Which hath been sealed for years ; 

And random words the heart will break 
That hides a fount of tears. 



( H)4 ) 



TO THE NURSERY. 



Thou scene of ia&fil! joys' und transient woe I 
Once more I tread thee, where I $tobd, a boy; 

And, spite of yeafs gone by, I feel a glow 
Which for a moment grief cannot destroy. 

Once more upon my heart, and in my ear, 
The joyous, laughing, silvery voices come ; 

The young, the thonighdess, to eaeh other dear, 
And all the blest realities of home. 

But soon, alas! the gladsome visions fly, 
I feel, I feel, that now I stand aione ; 

And, bursting from my heart, a deep-drawn sigh 
Invokes the silence for an answering tone. 

Deserted spot! diose sad and dreary walls 
But echo now the slow and sorrowing tread 

Of some young mournful one, whose footstep ftHs 
Pausingly, as he muses on the dead» 



TO TH»>fni8SBY. 105 

Cold whistling o'er the black and cheerless grate, 
The moaning wind alone is heard aloud, 

Making the silence yet. inbF^ desolate, 

Where once gay voices raised a cheerful sound. 

No busy finger now mth figures '%m^t 

Adorns the blliag |>apeir of tha f^m ( 
No youthful artist's brightly-^coloured paiat. . 

Relieves the dark and shadowy walla from glooRU 

No — they are gone ! each on his separate road ! 

Their days of happy infancy are o'er ; 
And one hath sought the long and last abode 

Where sorrow harms and sin can bligibt no more* 

Yes — they are gone ! the be^tifiil — ^the young?*- 
To roam the stranger land or stormy wave'; 

The hi^f^^st now of that onee blissful throng,- 
He who is sleeping in the quiet grave! ... 

And the remainder — they may meet again — 

Again may hearts and hands in love be twined~r" 

But neter moyeao fre&frora guilt and pain 
As when they parted, leaving home behind^. 
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Such is mai^i's £suten-T8Q» for a little bouTx 
Together the young flowers may bud and blow-— 

Till Time's rude hand, and death's remorseless power^ 
Scatter the shrubs, and l^y the blossoms low ! 

Then wherefore xaoui;^ when days and months are fled ? 

Why wish a life of bitterness to last ? 
Since every year that flits above our head 

But adds a link of sorrow to the past I 



On T. B. S. 



He hath fallen asleep — that beautiful boy ! 

And the young and the gay of other days 
Have welcomed his spirit, with songs of joy, 

To their far home, lighted with starry rays ! 

He hath fall^i asleep I We shall hear no more 
That cheerful voice, with its musical tone 1 

The laugh, and the song, and the jest are o'er, 
And he lies in a stranger land, alone f 
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He hath fallen asleep !— those dark fringed Hds 
Have closed o'er the glorious light of his eye! — 

It shall sparkle no more, till die traiiipet bids 
The dead to arouse thekn, where they lie ! 

He hath fallen asleep 1 — that not>le form 
Lies motionless now, in its cbld dark bed — 

That young g^y heart is food fbr the wbrm, 
And his rest is the dreamless sleep of the dead! 

He hath fallen asleep ! — and between us is flowing 
The watery world of the boundless deep ; 

And the flowers of a foreign land are growing 
O'er the grave of him who hath fallen asleep ! 



On T. B. S. 



Blow, ye loud winds ! Roll on, thou restless maki! 
For he we loved will never sail again ! 
Once, as the vessel left the fading shore. 
We listened to the billows' reckless roar, 



« > r 
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And shrank in terror as we raised our eye9, 

And prayed for calmer seas and brighter skies, 

And gentler winds, to waft the young, the gay, 

Far from his native land, on stormy seas away ! — 

But now, no more we raise that useless prayer, 

Vain are the prosperous gales and favouring air — 

What reck we now that calm is every wave ? 

The sunbeams fall upon his distant grave ! 

What reck we that, calm rippling to the shore. 

They murmur round his bed, their sound shall wake nc 

more ! — 
Blow, ye wild winds! roH on, thou restless main! 
For he we loved shall never sail again ! 

Roll, ye toss'd vessels ! on the stormy sea^ 
No bark brings back the young, the gay, the free ! 
No more we watch each snowy sunlit sail 
That swells impatient in the homeward gale ; 
No more we strain our orbs to that dark speck 
We fancied was the vessel, on whose deck 
The Wanderer doomed, alas ! again to roam, 
Stood gazing on that land, his ocean-circled home* 
His home ! oh, say is that in English land? 
Then wherefore lingers he on foreign strand? 
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His borne ! oh ! far away on distant shore 
He lies, nor dreams of home or country more ! 
N^o more those bright eyes sparkle at the sound — 
" Haste ! for the bark is now for Britain bound/' 
That warm liglit heart which hounded at each meeting* 
God gave the word, and it hath ceased its beating — 
Sail, ye toss'd vessels \ on the stormy sea, 
Bark after bark returns — in vain ! for mhere is he ? 



THE HEART'S WRECK. 



Thb lulling winds may still the sea. 

All beautiful in its repose ; 
And with a soft tranquillity 

The rippling water ebbs and flows. 

But when the tempests wildly blow, 
Its bosom heaves with many a wreck 

Which, till that moment, slept below. 
Nor dimmed its surface with a speck. 



110 THE nmrnr'^s wreck. 

So / can talk, and laugh, and seem 
All that the happiest souls could he ; 

Lulled for a moment, hy some dream, 
Soft as the sunsei bh the sea. 

But when a word, a tone, reminds 
My hosom of its perished love. 

Oh I fearful are the stormy winda 

Which dash the heart *s wild wrecks above ! 

One after one they rise again. 

And o'er dark memory's ocean steal, 

Floating along, through years of pain — 
Such as the heaitoBtruek only feel i 

C. E. S. S. 
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THE BIRTH-DAY. 



H i I bin 



This is thy birth-day ! when we should be gay; 

Shall we go out before the glowing nobOy 
And weave the lingering flowers of parting May 

With the first rosebuds of voluptuous June? 
Shall we congratulate the laughing earth 

That once again &e perfumed s{»ring is come-*- 
Her joyous child, who heralded thy births 

And nvde one long glad summer of thy home? 

This is thy birth-day 1 thine, who wert so loved! 

Who wert — ^my Gilderoy ! what art thou now ? 
Have the slight cares and sorrows thou hast proved 

Hollowed thy cheek, or darkened o'er thy brow? 
Fond hearts are beating ih thy quiet home ; 

Awake, thou sleeper ! 'tis a day of joy, 
Where all is gladness, surely thou wilt come — 

Why art thou silent still, my Gilderoy? 



lis THE DARKNESS 07 THE GRAVE. 

This is thy birth-day ! thine, who wert so young, 

So full of life, so graceful, and so gay ; 
Why is the bitter tear of anguish wrung 

From eyes which were-not woot to weep to-day ? 
Smile on us now, as in the days of yore, 

When friends stood round to hail another year — 
Alas I the lip we loved shall smile no more ! 

This is thy birth-day — but thou art not here ! 



THE DARKNESS OF THE GRAVE. 



The darkness of the grave hath bound him, 
A shroud, for cloak, is cast around him — 
Night and day o'er his tomb I weep. 
But he hears me not, for he lies asleep ! 
" Come back to love and life, my love I. 
Come back and chase my woe. 
For the sun is shining bright above, 
And the flowers are fair below." 
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To the lone and cheerless tomb they bore him, 
And the chill cold earth they scattered o'er him ; 
That heavy mould, as it heaped his bed, 
Fell on my heart like a weight of lead; 
And I Sttng, '* Come back to life, my love ! 
Come back and chase my woe, 
For the sun is shining bright above, 
And the flowers are fair below ! *' 

Light cannot pierce the earth above him, 
The gentle light of eyes that love him — 
The mm cannot warm with its rays of gold, 
He hath come to his end, like a tale that is told ; 
'* Come back ! in vain — those darkened eyes 
Tins world no more shall see — 
No more for thee shall beam yon skies, 
Nor flowers be culled for thee ! '' 

C« c s« 
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MARRIAGE AND LOVB, 



f 



The poorest peaisBBt'itf ttie meaaett floit, 

The child of povecl)t,aiid heir to toil,. 

Early, from iradiaBt lovers knpaf tial tisht. 

Steals one small spark to cheer his world of night : 

Dear spark ! which oft, through winter's chilling woes, 

Is all the warmth his little cottage knows! 

Sreiioan. 

Lavba was lightsMie, gay, and free fram guile ; 
Bright were h^r eyesy alid )>e4tniftd liar ttnite : ' 
Women found fault, but nien weie beard to -swetf 
That she nd$ lorefy,' ^ugb siie was xm^ fait. 
Her parents were not ?ich, nor Inery poor; ' 
She had ejipugh, nor breathed a wish for more ; 
Blithe were the mornings, gay die evenings spent, 
And youthful eyes smiled back a calm content. 
Yes, she was happy, and she was at rest. 
Till the world filled with cares her little breast. 
Taught her to fear all dowagers and mothers. 
Smile on gay lords, and cut their younger brothetB. 
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This last rale oosi her now md tken a sigh — 

Tm wwotkg to say to — ^bnt I know not wby 

Men, when they?re.handBOfliei are^notflk^d the less, 

And may be pleasant, tlMitigh they're pennyless — 

Bat Laura's mother never wduld agree 

That needy men eanld plaasaa* piffiMiers be ; 

To gain her fatoiir,Tain waa att-cxeriioB, 

A yoimger bn>thce waslfisr'great'avenlMM: 

The mother hoped and prayed-^her prayer was granted, 

A lordling cam^-«— the very thing she wanted — 

'f Oh! wbat A ma^h, my dear t" — ^nd Laiiva sighed 

And hung her head, and timidly replied, 

** She did not loire,"*-*^^:What put it in yoijr head 

That it ip^.ne^dAdf *^y« ^e asked to we^ — 

Romantic lavi^ ia al|. axhildjidi folly, 

So marry, dear !. and don^iook mekuish^ ; 

Besides, you cannot always hje at hmde— 

Another year yonr sister's tuia will come — 

And you witt be.«o richJ-r^-wbere 9haU w& go? 

Let ua begin t» think of your lri>ifiw<^/ " 

And Laura laaghe4» and looked up qt her motlier : 

She loved not km — biit then^ sbe lovadno othev ! 

Days passed away — she i^nt the last fiswhoors 

In pinoiiii^ on kMe voia and or^ngft Ibwevs; 



116 HA%UIA^1& AW MYB. 

With beating heart jthe maid (tQ^fAiirch was carried, 

And Laura bliiahedi aod.treinbled, and — was married 2 

Quickly the bapf^y )<y>9ple. speed ai^^ay. 

And friends', ^^cfngrntuktiqAs «od the day. 

"Sweetgirl! how:w.eVls)>pikiipk'dl dress'dwithsuohcarel 

How the rich veil, ]^#)|a<n#: her face and hair ! 

A lovely woman, f#|^fuQiy,''--*and Laura .. 

Left friends b^hiad^ with all the world b^ce h^rl 

Dwelt for a whil^ (remenibrance sad and strong 1). - 

In Laura's mind her little brother's song-*-< 

The quick light atep— *the blwe and sparkling eye» 

The bright perfbction.of his in&ncyr^ > . . 

Her sister's gentle smile — all these arise, 

Whilst damp'd h^ wadding v^ her weeping eyes ; 

But soon consoled, , again Ahe maid grew gay» . . i 

Swift in amusem^t flew each busy day ; , 

The country seat, was exquisite; she, found 

New beauties every time .she looked around; . 

The lawn.so. green, ao smooth, so sunny too, 

The flowers so bright, the heavens.of su4!h a blue I— . 

" Oh ! this fVM happiness ! "—It might have been. 

Had there been no reverse of this fair scene. 

But Laura!ti.lord was not what lords should, be 4 — 

Cold, harsh, unfeeling, proud* alas ! was he-— 



And yet a very fool<^had he been stern, 
2%e would have tried, the tyrant's wiU to iearn^* 
Had he been passionate, she still had loved-^ 
Or jealous, time her virtiAe ivoijdd have proved ; 
But, as he was, without a'soid or Aiind 
Too savage e'en to- be in'seemulg' kind — 
The slave of petty feelings, eveipy houit 
He changed his will, to show he Aod 'the power ; 
And Laura wept, that she had linked her fate 
With one too cold to love, too mean to hatte. 
A mother's hopes were left her, and she said, 
*' My child, at least, will love' nH&!" daytij 

sped — 
She watched the grave, amd wept the early 
The scene was changed : nought pleases Laura now, 
Mor sunny sky, nor richly striping bough ; 
At the long window, opening to the groiihd. 
She sits, while evening spreads its sltfuiows round ; 
Or through the glowing noon, for weary hours. 
Watches the bees that flutter o'er the (lowers ; 
Or when the moon is up, and stars are out. 
She leaves her lonely room to roam about ; 
And while the liight breeze murmurs o*er her head. 
Upbraids the living, or bewails the dead ! 



e. 

id, ^ 

I, months, f 

dead! J 



lis UAAAIACIS AUty li0V£. 

Both are aTik^ in8eh8ible--Mii3r mate. 

Weary of home, hi^thleft faef to h^r fttte ; 

Nor recks he na^ flmt li^ra weepft or «gh»» 

So he enjoy what HeaVen'tb tUr denies. 

But there was orie wh^ttibttgfat eyes blue and'deep, - 

Like Laura's, wef^ loo beatitifid to'weep; 

Perchance he told lier so^-^perdiiince she jessed 

He deemed lier loVeli^r than his words «t][»l«8S^d^^^ 

A cousin h6 of Laura's mdoSty loMl, 

But how uniike him! — every g€nile word 

And gentler tone — the song, die walk, the hook, 

The graceful step, the bright expr^ssiVeiodc, 

Awoke in her a deep and Sad regret 

Of what he might ha^ee tweni— <ah ! might be ^et! • ' 

And yet she singled with lier yiei£ng heart-^ 

Twas sin to meet— but oh t 'twaiT grief to part ! ' 

He never uttd he loved her-^coidd she cry, ' ' ' 

'^ Francis ! you love me ; Frands ! you must fly? " 

Perchance he loved her not^Alas t too Well 

Each knew the passion nether dated to tell. 

Mute would they stand, upon some summer eve, ^ 

With melancholy rapture, prone to grieve ; 

Then, trembling, gaxe upon each other's eyes, 

The heaven of each, more worshipped than the skies. ' 
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Her lord returned — ^he s^w her flashing cheejki 

Her vain attempt to smile^ or free^ speak ; 

<' Thou hast been &lfje ! ('U Joioir the truth," 

He cried in fury — *' Who's the favoured youth? 

Wretch I I will tear the mioionJUinb from limb! " 

But Laura's heart was full, her ^ye was dim : 

She aasweried not, with faint, slow step, withdrew, 

Of Fraocjs thought — and then to Francis flew. 

" Thou knowest — God. knows I" — no n^e the maiden 

said. 
But on his shoulder dropped her sobbing head ; 
And Francis, as his arm was cast around her 
(The first wild moment that fond arm e'er bound her), 
Murmured«-7^" My lovc^ ! my life ! what, if we flee ? 
The world ! — the world !— >what is that world tome? 
Thou art my world — I, thine-*- " % and her reply 

Was but a stifled sound — half sob, half sigh. — 

• • # • • 

Oh! it is wretched, when the loss of fame 
Hath left us but the shadow of a name — 
When all forget us, all refuse to own. 
And life is joumey'd on, alone — alone ! 
'T*is bitter then to see the flame of love, 
The only link for which we still would prove 



i 
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Life's wilheritigtjpys^^ptring'i^pttffk by spark, ' 

Till all <»|inct, and iHi le&'lone and^atk! ^ 

Thus Francis' love eonsuraed ittdf away^ 

While n)oun|fuM4iicr»/.drdQped &om day tb day«^ 

Her graceful Francis, all his passion o'er, 

Grieved she h^d-fiilkll lo-il'ise again no moire'^ ' ' 

Grieved that haarfll>a^om ahoi^ liail her hlightedrttftni^, 

Grieved A^t ehe felt and aaewh^ felt her ahaiiid; 

At length he shunned her, und poor Laura sighed, 

Murmured repentant prayers to Heaven — and died. 

And then no more her Francis blamed the wife 

Who left her mate to lead a guilty life ; 

No more he feels, what fond, proud hearts mUst feel, 

Who blush for those whose wounds they cannot heal. 

But turned with fond regret, and useless call, 

To her who with him had abandoned all ! 



And Francis, loved again, is hapji^y now ; 

For he hath chosen ^him a gentle bride 
With gay light hearti and pure and placid brow. 

Unused to grief, and impotent to chide. 
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But impiesB Lanr^y where^iatMrdw whtlef ^ 

The light gay form is moiildarittg ih ^e gm^ ; 
The full and rosy;l^ hatkceoaed<to>siiiile» 

And aU k gone "which bcMirteottft Mature -gave; 

• ♦ . I 

Pulseless the heart, and s|pintleat fht «lye» 

Whepiffe flashed a t^ Ibv bettei'feefiiigs^ framed ; 

The eloquent tongue withdvat is ehbk^d and iky ; 
She •in&9d--Hihe wept^-and is no more ashamed. 



J'AREWELL. 



" Farewell, my best beloved — ^farewell ! " 

Such were the sounds that came 
(Uttered with smiles), the last which fell 

From lips that lored thy name ; - 
And Heaven bless thee, wheresoe'er 

Those joyous footsteps roam, 
And guide, without a sigh or tear. 

My wanderer back to home ! 



IS2 IBJLlLSmWLh. 

FareweU, my best belored 1 'tk past, 

Yet little did I deem 
That gay a^ieu^hotdd be di6 last 

Recalled in memory's dream. 
I could have wished— ^the wish is vain — 

More sad had been the hour, 
Which betOJis^thi^Ough every thought df pttill 

Wit)iligotfiiiingpo«^et. ^ -•'■ ' 

For still thro' tears that dim my view. 

Thro' sobs that choke my breath, 
That vision, with itd bright adieu, 

Forbids the diought of death !^— 
Farewell, I did not ^ee thee die, 

I did not hear thy i^ll $ 
Does sorrow, therefore, lighter fly ? ^ ^ 

My best belorved — fareweSf 
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THY WJtLL< JOB , J)Q^IB; ! 






Tht w31 be 4onel kow luird. ^.t^^^ wsfy : 
When sickness uskers in def^tb's dre^^, knell; 
When eyes, that ktely sparkled bright and gay. 
Wander around with dinplor. conscious ray. 
To some fiimiliaj; face» ,ta bid faj-^weil! 

Thy will be done 2*--t|i& fal^'siRg lips depy . 
A passage to the iones^^ y^ ii^c^d; . 
The sob convulsedy thciitaiqedan^ ^wiiiinUDg eye 
Seem as app^daog to their. God im hi^ 
For power to breatibetbe yet imperfect word. 

Orphan ! who watches by the silent tomb 
Where those who gave thee life all coldly sleep ; 
Or thou, who sittest in thy desolate home, 
Calling to those beloved who cannot ccmie, 
And, thinking o'er thy loneliness, dost weep! 



1*4 THY iritL BE done! 

Widow! who inusest ovtei^'by-goiie years 

Of life, and'loVe, and h2t{)piness with him 

Who Sfhcared thy'j^ys and sbtrows, hopes and fears. 

Who now art i^ to'rfied uiindticed tearsi, 

Till thy fair chee!k i^ Wan, and feyes grow dim ! 

Husband*'Vi^Hd^'<i^camest of thy gentle %ife, ' 
-And IstiH M'fsi^^y see*st her rosy stiifle' ^ 
Brightening a World of bitterness and strife*; 
Who from the lonely fiiture of thy life 
Tumest, in dreaHliess, to "we^p the while ! ' 

Mother ! whose prayers could not avail to ;saye 
Him whom thou lovedstlftbst; thy blue-eyed boy ! 
Who with a bitter agony dost rave 
To the wild winds that fan his early grave, 
And dashedst from thy Mps the cup of joy ! 

And thou ! not widowed, yet bereaved one. 
Who, buried in thy tearless, mute despair, 
Roamest a desei't world alone — aldne^ 
To seek him out who from thine eyes is gone. 
Scarce able to believe he' is not there ! 



TO A CHIM>- \W 

Mourners! wjbplu^er,iii,«y¥Qrldof wo9« - 
Each bbwiog 'neath his separate load pf g^ief, 
Turn from the sil^ tomb ; ju^, kjoi^^liiig low , 
Before that throne, at .wbiq^ t^^.4ii)geU.bow» 
Invoke a God of mercy for re^e^! 

Pray that ^e t^p inay journeys wjln^^ j^,d(if^ . 
To that far w.orl^ where blesaqd s^wl^^iaF^ gP&o; 
And, through the gathei^ng ^oh of agony, 
Raise, with a voice resigned* the humble cry* 
*• Father^-CreatorrrJipcdi thy^mr^ be done 1 " 
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, TO A qniLD. 



(. ! ■ * 't\ . 



DosT thou wonder at my wiping 
Beneath such sunny skies,. 

While sympathy is creeping 
To thy bright and joyous eyes? 



IM *t« A CRI£D. 

Thou art yooiig, m^ «bidy nor knoivest 
The hiUfiTBm».^>moi9:^ > . 

But e*er fr#»»eilr A thou tgoeet^; ' 
Thy teaf8'8li&^«tnqaly flilw.; 

Those bright and wistfiil glances 

Are 'raiii|ed<'to me in vm^ • v' •!. < ) 

It but my gmf e^hstices^ 

That f«r me thoit fttdest ^mitl 



•4> ■ » » < 



Thou art glad^ben bisdii iare tliBging ' - ^ 

Their songs of joy and lore ; 
Thou art glad iiiihen.chur8b beQa^'XWgii^ : 

Bid thee worshfjp'Hfovbove^ 



vj I '. /' i 



Thou art joyous wfatn 'thbu H^lei t ' 
The first firesh bre^b of day, « 

And at evening when thoU kneelest 
By thy mother's side to pray. 

When on tiptoe^'Step, Iftekkid tbee 
Thy young compaakHis ereep^ 

Thou laughest as they bind thee ' 
And start'st irom mimie sleep. 



TO A €H1I.D. ItT 

And in thy kmeUer himxfit 

When thy youthful iD«be9 «ve:9Qiie> 
Thou art happy *iiiidiiiitlie'>flowen« 

Smiling with them alith^' aim ! 

But sad to me ^eaittginguiii' r:'.. 

Of the hirda wihofle noftea yofipiaiae ; ' 
And to me the chuzsb WOsi risgiii^ 

Sound die Iraell i>f itftppier days. 

The fnendsl kad iiave panahed» . 

Or coldly tunt amy K: 
The lingering hoffeiidiMiAed^ 

Is now a dta^kenffd^Hjil xr - " 

What I nsnat kved is istopiag 

All silently and cold.; 
And the dcnn and! «»e Wf«fi9g 

Upon the unooDsdoua mould* - 

And thou, my child, who*rt comings 

With thy sunny smiling eye, 
To watch me, mournful xoaming, 

And weep thou know'st not why! 
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TO A GBI&D. 



Thy gentle love, thy duty, 
The promise of thy years, 

Thine innocence, thy beauty. 
Are all: a cause for tears* 



For Time will dim the beaasmig 
Of that smile so soft and bright ; 

And the tear of sonow, streamkig. 
Will quench thine ey«s* «w»et light ! 



Oh ! when hopes are sdl departed 
That smiled around thy way, 

And, lone and broken hearted. 
Thou sighest for to>day ; 



Should some kindly hand foe near thee,^ 
And seek thy woes to faseal. 

Then the vain attempt to cheer thee 
Shdl teach thee what I feel ! 



(1«9) 



SAY NOT TIS DARK. 



Sat not 'tis dark ! — the night 

Is never dark to me ; 
Around my couch they come in light — 

Visions I would not see. 



Forms I have loved, — as bright 

As in life's joyous ^ears ; 
Say not 'tis dark ! — the murkiest night 

Hath light enough for tears ! 



(180) 



MUSIC'S POWER. 



Have you never heard, in music's sound, 

Some chords which o*er your heart 

• • 

First fling a inoment*s niagic round, 

Then silently depart ? 
But with the echo on the air, 
Roused by that simple lay, 
It leaves a world of feeling there 
We cannot chase away. 
Yes, yes, — a sound hath power to bid them come — 
Youth's half-forgotten hopes, childhood's remembered 
home. 



M(781C^S FDWEB. ISl 

WheD sitdog in your silent home 

You gaze around and weep, 
Or call to those who cannot come 

Nor wake from dreamless sleep ; 
Those chords, as oft as you bemoan 

" The distant and the dead," 
Bring dimly back the fancied tone 

Of some 8W«et voice that's fl^d ! 
Yes, yes, — a sound hath power to bid them cdme-^ 
Youth's half-forgotten hopes, childhood's remembered 
home. 



And when, amid the festal throng, 

You are, or would be gay— 
And seek to wile, with dance and song. 

Your sadder thoughts away ; 
They strike those chords and smiles depart, 

As, rushing o'er your soul, 
The untold feelings* of the heart 

Awake, and spurn controul ! 
Yes, yes, — ^a sound hath power to bid them coiiie — 
Youth's half-forgotten hopes, childhood's reinemBered 
home. 



i 
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Bu:^ THpUl 



Deua 1 some few short years ago 
Yosk femtian beard thee breathe a vow — 

Still sparkliiig in thessmmy ^Ixm, 
With miinnimng sound and constant flow, . 
That &imt plays dn — but thou I 

Delia! a ringlet bright and rare, 
Which wantoned o'er liiy-enowy brow, . > ' 

In hours of bliss was ^vea there:; . 
Time has not ehanged a single faair^ . . 
'Tis still the 8imie-»~biit thou I : 



Delia ! the heart that fondly loved, 
Loves thee despite thy foUy now ; 

Tfao' thou hast seen its pangs unmoved. 
In sadness tried-^in sorrow proved— 
Tis faitfafid yet— ^but thou! 



\ 
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I DO NOT LOVE THEE ! 

ADDRESSED TO . 



I DO not lore thee !— nao^l I do not lore thee ! 
And yet when thou art abaesit I am sad ; 

And envy even the bri^t blue sky above thee, 
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad. 



I do not love thee ! — yet, i know not why, 
Whatever thou dost seems still well done, to me — 

And often in my solitude I fligh — 
That those I do love are not more like thee ! 



I do not love thee ! — yet, when thou art gone 
I hate the sound (tho' those who speak be dear) 

Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone 
Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear. 



1S4 



I DO ISOT tOVE THEE ! 



I do not love thee .^— yet thy speaking eyes, 
With their deep, bright, and most expressive blue- 
Between me and the midnight heaven arise, 
Oftener than any eyes I eter'knew. 



I know I do not love thee L yet, alas ! 
Others will scarcely trust my candid heart ; 

And oft I catch thetn smiling as th^y {)a6d, 
Because they see me gating where thou ieirt. 

C £<• S. 



TSE END. 
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